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V 1^ The Reader it defired to oblerve, that the Paflaget omitted in 
the ReprelentMion at the Theatre* are' here preferved, and 
narked with iovettcd Coiymai i at in the Whole of Page 6. ' 



PROLOGUE. 

y^S nuhen in bifiile timts tnjjo migbhyring Jtatts 
Strive hy them/elves and iJbeir c§nfe<ltratet : 
'Tht *war atfrfi ii fifadi tuith anukiuard fiiU^ 
And folditrs dumfiiv each other kiil^ 
Till time at length their untaught fury iamest 
And into rules their heedlefs rage reclaims : 
Iben eHf*ry fcience by degrees is made 
Suhferment to the man^eftroying trade : 
W^it, *wtfdomi reading i obfermation^ art ; 
A *well'turn^d head to guide a generous heart. 
So it m^ prove nvith our contending flages^ 
If yen luill iindly but fupply their tuages : 
Which you with eafe may furnijh^ by retrenching 
Your fuperfluities of nvine and wenching* 
Whe^d grudge tojpare from riot and hard drinking. 
To lay it out on means h mend his thinking F 
To follow fuch Mfdvice you Jhould have leifure^ 
Sirnce what refines your fenfe refines your pleafure. 
Women gro*wn tame by ufe eack feol can get. 
But cuckodds all an made by men of wit. 
To virgin favours fools have no pretence ; 
For maidenheads wire made for men of fenfe ^ 
*Tis not enough to have a horfe voill bredy 
. sTo Jbevj his mettle he muft be well fid \ 
Nor is it all in provender and breeds 
He muji be try^d andfirain^d to mend his fpeed. ' 
A favoured 'poet, like a pamper* d horfe, 
Will fir ain his eye-balls cut to win the courfit • 
Do you but in your vjifom vote it fit 
To yield duefuccours to this *war of *wit, 
^7 he bufkins vjiih mcfe gf ace Jhould tread the ftagt. 
Love figh in fofter ftrains, heroes lefs rage \ 
Satire Jhall Jhew a triple row of teeth. 
And comedy Jh^U laugh your fops to death : 
Wit /ball refuse, and Pegafus Jhall foam. 
And four in fear ch of ancient Greece and Rome. 
Andfittce the natiot^s in the conquering fit. 
As you by arms 9 we* II vanquip France in wit» 
The vuorks were over, coud our poets vurite 
With half the fpvrit that our foldiers fghfx 

A a DramattB 
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A C T 1. 
Mmlir CJiaflottS W«ldon» in Mam't Cluttbst fiUowMg 

Luc, \fi7^^'^ ^'^^ ^^^ ^0^ to ' what can it end 
YV in ? you have perfuaded me to leave dear 
England^ ;and dearer Lwdon^ the place of the world 
moft worthy iivtiig in, to foUow you a hufhand hunt* 
ing imo America : I thought hulbands grew in thefe 
ptotatioQs. ^ . 

I^W. Why (6 they do, as thick as oranges ripening 

one under another. Week after week they drop intp 

Jbmewoxnaft*s Booth: 'Tit but a little patience, (pread^ 

. ing your apron in expefUtion. and one of 'em wiU fall 

into your lap at lad. 

Lite. Ay, fay you Co, indeed. 

^M. But you have left dear LntbM, yon fay : Pray 
what have you left in Lcmdem that was very dear toyou^ 
that had not left you before. 

Luc. Speak for yourfelf, fiflen 

IFM Nay, I'll keep you in countenance. The young 
fellows, you know, the deareft part of the town, and 
without whom LonJ$n had been a wilderneis to you 
and me, had forfaken us a great while. 

Luc. Forfaken us ! I don't know that ever they had us. 

ff^cld. Forfal^en us the worH way, child ; that is, did 
not think us worth having ; they negleded us, no 
longer defign^'d upon us, they were tir*d of us. Women 
in Lea Jon are like the rich iilks, they are out of fafhion,^ 
a great while before they wear out— - 

Luc. The devil lake the fafliion, I fay. ^ 

JftU. You may tumble them over and over at their 
firil coming up, and never difparage their price ; but 
they fill upon wearing immediately, lower and lower 
in their value, till they come to the broker at lad. 

As • Luc. 
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* Luc. Ay, aye, that*s the merchant they deal with. 

* The men would have as at their own fcandal^us 

* rates ; their plenty makes them wanton» and fn a 

* little time, 1 fuppcfe, they wont know 'what they 

* would have of the women themfelves, 

* WeU. O yesy they know what they would have. 

* They would have a woman give the town a pattern 
' of her perfon and beauty, and not flay in it fo long 

* to have the whole piece worn out. They would 
^ have the good face only difcover*d, and not the folly • 

* that commonly goes'along with it. They fey there 

* is a vad flock of beauty in the natioh> but a great 

* part of it lies in uaprdfi table hands ; therefore^ for 
' the good of the public, they would have a draught 
' made once a quarter, (end the decaying beauties for 

* breeders into the- country, to make room for new 

* faces to appear^ to countenance the pleafures of the 

* t6wn. . " 

* Lui, *Tis very hard, the men muft be young as 

* lojig as ihey five, and poor women be thought de- 

* caying and unfit for the town at one and twenty. 

* Pjn fure we were not fevcn years in London. 

* ff'elJ. Not half the time taken notice of, filler, 
' The two or three laft years we could make nothing of 

* it, even in a vizard-mafk ; not in a vizard-maik, that 

* has cheated many man into an old acquaintance* 
^ Our faces began to be as familiar to the men of in-. 
•* ttigue as their duns, and as much avoided. We durft 
'• not appfeariti public places, and were almoft grudgM 

•,a gallery in the churches : Even there they had their 

* jefts upon us, and cry'd, (he's in the right on*t, good 

* gentlewoman, fince ro man confiders her body, (he 

* does very well indeed to take care of her fool, 

* Lue. Such unmannerly fellows there will al^i^ys be. 

* ("f^e/d. Then y' u may remember we .were reduc d 
« to the laft . neceflity, the neccfTity of making filly 

* vifits to cur ciyil acquaintance, to bring us into toler- 

* able company. Nay, the yoong inns-cf-corurt I e jus, 

* of but one term's (landing in the fa fh ion, who knew 

* nobody, but as they were (hewn them by the orange- 

worn an» 
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* woman, had nick-names for as : How often have 
'* they> laughed out, there goes my landlady ; i» (he not 

* come to let lodgings yet ? 

' Luc. Young coxcombs that knew no better. 

* H^eU. And that we mull have come to. For your 

* part, what trade c&uld you fet up in ? you would 
^ never arrive at the trufl and credit of a guinea-bawd : 
' Vou would have too much bufinefs of your own ever 

* to mind other people's. 

• Luc. That is true, indeed. 

• fVeU. Then, as a certain fign that there was no- 

* thing more to be hop'd for, the maids of the choco- 
*. late-houfes found us our, and laugh'd ar ns : Our 

* billet-doux lay there neglefled for walle^paper : Wc 

* were cry'd down fo low, we could not pafs upon the 

* city ; and became fo notorious in our galloping way» 

* from one end of the town to t'other, that at laft we 
*. could hardly compafs a competent change of petti- 

* coats to difguife us to the hackney-coachmen : And 
' then it was near walking a-foot indeed. 

' Luc. Nay, that I began to be afraid of. 

* fVeUJ* To prevent which, with what youth and betnty 
were left, fome experience, and the fmall remainder of 
fifteen hundred pounds a-piece, which amounted to 
bare two hundred between us both, I perfuaded yon to 
bring your perfon for a venture to tbe^ /«<//>/. iivery 
thine has fucceeded it our voyage : I pafs for your 
brother: One of the richeft planters here happening 
to die jufl as we landed, I have claimed kindreo with 
bim : So, without making his will, he has left us the 
credit of his relation to trade upon : * Wc pafs for his 
< couiins, coming here to Surinam chiefly upon his in« 
« vitation : ' We live in reputation ; have the bed ac^ 
quaintance in the place ; and we (hall fee ouraccount 
in't, I warrant you. 

Luc, I muft rely upon you. — — 

Enttr Widow Lackitt. 

fViJ, Mr. Wtldon^ your fervant. Your fervane, Mrn 

Lucjr I am an ill vifitor, bi^t 'tis not too late, I hope,* to 

hid you welcome to this fide of the world. [Saluus Ljucyl 

A 4 PFeU. 
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Weld. Gad fo, I beg your pardon> Widow, I fliould 
hzye done the civilities of my houfe before : But, as 
you fay, 'tis not too late, I hope— , [Goitig to kifs ber, 

IVid, What 1 you think now this was a civil way of 
•begging a /kifs ; and by my troth, if it were, I fee no 
jb^m in't^ ^tis a pitiful favour indeed that 1^ not 
•woi th a(king for : Thp' I have known a woman fpeak 
.plainer before nqw, and not underwood neither. 

Weld. Not under my roof. Have at you, Wid<yw*-»« 

Wid, W hy that^s well faid, fpoke like.a younger bro- 
ther, thatdeferves to have a widow.— r^-J/f/ kiffes hir.'\ 
You^Vc a younger brother, I kno.w by yQor killing. 

Wtld, How fo, pray? 

'IVid. Why^ you kifs as if you expected to be paid 
.for't. You have bird-jiime upon your lips. You ^k 
lb. clofe, there's .no getting rid of yx>u. 

WeU, I am a-kin to ,a younger }>ro.her. 

Wtd. So much the better;: We .w^ws ase cqminon)- 
jy die. better for younser brpthers. 

Luc. Better or wprfe, inoft of yoo. But yon won *t 
be much ^c tel^r ft^ W«P> i^ ^^i^H y^*' — ^ SAM** 

U'W- j ^as a ^put^«r bi^ott^er^ j]gtU;^n pncJe of 4ny 
^pth.^r'8Ag8i?^<cioJMlly kft v^ ^ e^j andj jL'w 
fkfraidf fppil'd ^y Jtortui^. 

f^id. No, np ; ^ ^^ wjll never fppjil yoiy Ibr* 
tune ; I have a gqod efUte my/elft tirade He^ViC^, .«ii4 
^ kind J^iulband (hat left it'b^^in^ )^* 

Wild, Thank {^ven that itociik ^i^ ieuway from it> 
Widow> a|id left you behinid him. 

fVid* N9y» Heattn's will mvft be dope ; he's in ^, 
better pljv;e. ^* 

JVtlJ, A better place for you, no doubt pn*t : Npw 
you may bok about y^ou i chjMfe for yourjfelf, Mrs. 
lofiitf^ itd^at*^ yo^r bu/^^efs ; 6^ 1 know you defign to 
marry again. 

Wid, Odear! not I, Iproteil^nd fwearj I don't 
defignit: But I won't fwear neither; one does not 
)u)aw what n^ay happen to tempt one. 

If^ild^ Whyi^ljOtiy young fellow may happen to 
leiof t yQM. 
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Wid. Nay, TO do nothing nMy : 1*11 rcfolvc tgainft 
nothing. The devil, they lay, is very bafy upon* tbeie 
occafions, efjpecially with the widows. Bat, if I am 
xb be tempted, it muft be with a young many I pit>- 
mifc you— 'Mrs. Lutj, your brother is a very pleafant 
gentleman : I came about bufinefs to him, but he tumt 
every thing into merriment. 

^gld, Bufinefs, Mrs. LacJti/t f Then I icnow yoa 
would have roe to yonrfelf. Pray, leave ns together, 
fifter. \ExU Lucy. 

What am I drawing upon myfelf here ? \Afidt. 

Wid. You have taken a very pretty hoofe here ; eve- 
ry thing fo neat about you already. I hear you are 
laying out for a phntafion. 

Wild. Why, yes truly, I like the country, and would 
buy a plantation, if I could reafooably.— 

IVid. O ! by all means rea(bnably. 

Weld. If I could have one to my mind, I would 
think of fettling among you. 

Wid. O! you can't do better. Indeed we can't pre- 
tend to have fo good company for you as you had in 
England; but we (hall make very much of you. For 
my own part, I affurc you, I (hall think myfiflf very 
happy to be moie particularly known to you. 

ffeld* Dear Mrs. Lackitt, you do me too much ho- 
nour. 

Wtd, Then as to a plantation, Mr, WeUon^ yon 
know I have feveral to difpofe of. Mr. Lack-tt^ I 
thank him, has jeft, tho' I fay it, the riched widow 
upon ^he place ; therefore I may aflbrd to ufe you bet- 
ter than other people can. You fhall have one upon 
any reaibnable- terms. 

Weld. That's a fair offer indeed. 

Wid, Yqu' (hall find me as eafy ^ any body you can 
have to do with, I afluiie you. Pray try me, I would 
have you try me, Mr. Weldon. Well, I like that namie 
of your's exceedingly, Mr. fVeldon. 
Weld* My name ! 

Wid. O exceedingly ! If any thing could perfuade me 

to aher my own name, I verily believe nothing in the 

world would da it fo foon, as to be called Mrs. Weldon. 

A s Wild. 
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WiU. Wh/> indeed IVtUou doth fonnd fometking 
better than Lackitu 

IVtd. O 1 a great deal better. Not .that there is fo 
.B)iich in the name neither. But, I don't know, theie 
IB fomething ; I fhould like mightily to be called Mrs. 

Wild. I'm glad you like my name. 

Wid. Of all things. -But then there's the njisfor- 
tune, one cannot change one's name without changing 
one^s condition. 

Weld, You hardly think it worth that, J believe. 
. Wid. Think it worth what. Sir ? changing my con- 
dition ! indeed, Sir, I think it worth every thing, fiut 
-alas ! Mr. Wtldon^ I have been a widow but fix weeks ; 
*tis too foon to think of changing one's condition yet : 
indeed it is : pray doiv't defire it of me : not but that 
]^ou may perfuade me to any thing, fooner than any 
perfon in the world. 

Weld. Who, I, Mrs. Lackitt? 

Wid* Indeed you may, Mr. Weldon^ (boner than, any 
man living. Lord, there's a great deal in favlng a de- 
cency : I never minded it before : Well, I am glad you 
fpoke firft, to excufe my modefty. But, what ? modefty 
means nothing, and is th^ virtue of a girl, that does not 
know what (he would be at : A widow (hould be wi fer. 
Now I will own to you, (but I won*t confefs neither) 
I have had a great refped for you a great while. 1 beg 
you pardon. Sir, and I rouft declare to you, indeed I 
mud, if you de(ire to difpofe of all I have in the world, 
in an honourable way, which I don't pretend to be any 
way deferving your confideration, my fortune and per- 
fon,^ if you won't underftand me without telling ypu (6^ 
are both at your fervice, gad fo I another time— — 
Enter Stan more. 

Siin^ So, Mrs^ Lackitt^ your widowhood's weaning 
a- pace; I fee which way 'tis goin^. Weldsn^ you're a 
liappy man.. The women and their favours come home 
to you.. \ 

Wid^ A fiddle of favour, Mr. Sianmore ; I am a lone 

woman, you know it, left in a great deal of 'bulinefa^ 

andhufinefs muil be fiollQwed^ or M. I have feveral 

^ ftockav 
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Hocks and plantations apon my hands, and other things 
to difpofe off which Mr. ff^eli/oH may hareoccaiion ft^. 

fTeiJ, We were juft upon the brink of a bargain, as 
yoa came in. 

Siati. Let me drive it on for yoo. 

fFeii/. So you muft» I believe^ yon or fomebody for me. 

Sfim, ril Hand by you : I underftaod more of thia ^ 
buHnef^ than you can prettnd to. . • 

Jf^ty-. I don't pretend to it ; 'tis quite cot •f my Way 
indeed* - « . . 

Sinit. If the widow gets you to herfetf, fhe will cer- 
tainly be too hard for you : I know her of old : She 
has no confcience in a corner ; a very Jiw in a bar* 
gain, and would circumcife you to get more of yoa 

^/A/. Is this true. Widow ? 

ff^ni. Speak as you find, Mr. Wtlilcm, I have ofler'd 

you very fair I think upon't, and let me hear of you ; 

the fooner the better, Mr. Weldon. [Exifi 

' Start. J aflure you, ray friend, (hell cheat you if fhe can* 

ff^tiJ. I don't know that ; but I can cheat her, if I will. 

^/tf». Cheat her ! how ^ 

H^tld, 1 can marry her; and then I am fure I have 
it in my power to cheat her. 

Sian. Can you marry her ? 

Weld, Yes, fauh, fo (he fays : Her pretty perfon and 
fortane, (^^hich, one with the other, you know are not 
contenopuble) are both at my fervice. 

• Siatt. Contemptible! very con fidcrable, egad ; very 
defirable ; why fhe*s worth ten thoufand pounds, man^ 
41 clear eftate : No charge upon't, but a boobily Ton : 
He indeed was to have half; but his father begot him, 
and (he breeds hiin up not to kiiow or have more than 
Sue has a miad to : , And (he has a mind t:> fon^eihing 
elfe. It ieems. 

i^iU There's a great deal to be niade of this— [Af;j/f»^ 

S/aa, A handfonie fortune may be made on't ; and 1 
advife you to't by all means, 

fTek'. To marry her 1 an old wanton witch ! I h^e her. 

Stan, No matter for that : Let her go to the devil 
for you: She'll cheat her ion of a good eftate for you ; 
that's a perquidie oi a widow's portion always* 



12 O R O O N O K Q. 

Wtid. I hay:e a defign, and will foUc^y hl^r at lea(^» 
till I have a peofiyworth of the pUnt^P?* 

$tan. I fpeak a9 a friend, wten I advifc you to marry 
her, for 'tis dire6lly againft the inter eft of my oyirn fe- 
mily. My coufin Jacl^ has belaboiar'd her a good while 
rt)atway» 

y^^- What! honefty^r^/ yUnpt hinder him. I'll 
give over the thoughts of L%*r. 

fr^* He'll make nothing on't ; (h^ do^? pqt care 
for him. I'm glad you have her in your power* 

IFeU^ I m^yi be atle. to ferve him* 

Sti^n^ Here's a (hip come into the river ; I was ia 
)l0pes ic had t)een from England. 

If^eU^- From ^'^^ '«/;^ / 

^/«/». No. I WHS difeppoin ted J I long tp fee this 
handfomc f ouftfj of your^s : The pi£lare yov gave nue 
of h'^r has charm'd me. 

fVeU. You'll fee whether it has fktter'd her or no^ 
in a lit;b rim©* If ^e recovered of that illnefs that 
was the reason of her flaying behind us, I know ihe 
will come with the firil opportunity^ We ihall fee her,. 
<«■ hc^r of her death. 

Static We'll hope the beft^ The ihips fiom Englanft- 
are expected every day. 

WtU. What (hip is this I 

Stan, A rover, a buccaneer^ a trader in flavesr 
That's die conimoaity we deal iTi, you know. If yosk 
have a .curvvj/. y to fee our manner of marketing* I'll 
wait upon vou. 

WiU, We'll take my fifter with us^— {Bxiunt^ 

S C E N E, Jk oftn Fkui. 
Enter LleutcLant-Govemor aWBlandfiird; 

Gev. There's co reiifting your fortune, Blamff^rJ^ 
ypu draw ail the prizes.. 

Bland. L draw for our lord- governor ; yon know his 
Ibrxune favours me. 

Gov* I grMdge him nothing chiis tim^; but if for* 
. tune had favoured me ip theiafi fale> the fair flave b ftA 
been nune -^ Cl^ent{ had be^n mine?,. 
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jR/fiu/. Are yoa ftill in lote with her f 
Cnt* Mjruy day more in love with her ? 

JSmut Capt. Driver^ teazui and pulled about hy Widow 
Lackitt» and fiver alflzxitttt, Enier^ at another Dht^ 
Wcldoiy, Lucy, and Stanxnore. 

Wid. Here have I fix (laves in my lot, and not a 
man amon^ them ; all women and children ; what can 
I do with *emy Captain ? Pray confider I am a womat) ^ 
myfelfy and can't get my own (laves, as fome of my 
neighbours do. 

\fi PlofU. I have all men in mine : Pray, Captain^ 
let the men and women be mingled together^ for pro. 
creation fake, and the good of the plantation. 

zd Plant. Ay/ ay, a man and a woman^ Captain, for 
the good of the plantation. 

Capt. Let them mingle together, and be damn*d, 
what care I ? would you have me a pimp for the good 
oi the plantation ? 

ift Plant, ( am a conftant cuftomer. Captain. 
l^fV. 1 am always ready money to you, Captain. 
\ft Plant. For that matter, miftrefs, my money is as 
ready as yours. 

IVid. Pray hear me. Captain. 
Capt, Look you> I have done my part by you ; I 
have brought the number of (laves I bargained for ; if 
your lots have not pleas'd you, you mud draw again 
ainong yourfelves. 

^d Plamt, 1 am contented w'th my lot. 
j^b Plant. I am very well fatisfied. 
3^ Plant, Well have no drawing again. . 
Capt. Do you hear, miftrefs ? you may hold your 
tongue : For my part I expcd my money. 

t^id. Captain, nobody queitions or fcruples th^ 
payment : but I won't hold my tongue ; 'tis too much 
to pray and pay too : One may ipeak for one'is own I 
Iwpe. 

Capt. Well> what would you (ay ? 
Wid. 1 (ay no more than I can make out. 
Capt. Oat with it then. 

U^id. I (ay things have not been fo &ir earned as 

they 
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they might have been. How do' I know but you Bave 
juggled together in my abfence ? You drew the lots 
before I came, I'm fure. 

Capt, That's your own feult, miflrefs, you might 
have come fooner.' 

PFi^. Then here's a prince, as they fay, among the 
flaves, and you fet him down to go as a common man. 

Capt. Have you a mind to try what a man he is } 
You'll find him no more, than a common man at your 
buiinefs. 

^iV. Sir, you're a fcurvy fellow to talk at this rate 
to me ; If my hufband were alive, gadfbodykins you 
would not ufe me To. 

Capf, Right, miftrefs, I would not ufe yon at all. 

H^i^. Notuleme! your^ betters every inch of you, I 
would have you to know, would be glad to ufe me, (ir- 
rah. Marry come up here, who are you. I trow? You 
beginto think yourfif a Captain, forfooth, becaufe we 
cail you fo. You forget yourrdf as faftas you can ; but 
I remember you ; I know you fo« a pitiful paltry fellow 
as you are, f'n upftart to profperity ; one that is but 
jufl come acquainted with deanlinefs, and that never 
faw jive (hillings of your own without deferving to* be 
hang'd for 'em. . 

Go<v» She has given you a broadfide. Captain ; you'll 
Hand up to her. 

C&pr. Hang her, * ftink-pot>'' I'll come no nearer* 

Wia. By this good light it would make a woman do 
a thing (he never defigned ; many again, though (he 
were fure to re ent it, and be revenged of fuch a 

y, Stan, What's the matter, Mrs. Lackitt^ can I ferve 
you ? 

IVid^ No, no, you can't {^x'^t me : You are for i^t*' 
ving yourfelf, I'm fure. Piay go about your buiinefs, I 
have none for you : You know, I have told you fo. 
Lord ! how can you be fo troublefome; nay, fo uncon« 
fcionable, to think that every rich widow muft throw 
herfelf away upon a young fellow that has nothing ? 

Stan. Jackt you are anfwer'd, I fuppofe. 

J. Stan* I'll have another pluck at her. 
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Wii, Mr. Wild^n^ I am a liitle out of 6rder ; but 
pray brine your fiiler to dine with me Gad% my \\i%^ 
I'm out of all patience with that pi iful fellow ; My 
£eQi rifes at him ; I can't Hay in the place where he 
is. {Exit. 

Bland, Captain > you have ufed the widow very fa- 
miliarly* 

Capts This 18 my way ; I have no dcfign, and there- 
fore am not over civil. If Jhe had ever a handfome 
daughter to wheedle her out of; or if I could make ' 
any thing of her booby fon 

I4^tld, I may improve that hint, and make (bmething 
of him. \^Ajide. 

G9-V. She's very rich. 

Caft, I'm rich myfelf. Sh^ has nothing that I 
want ; 1 have no leaks to ftop. Old women are for- 
tune-menders I have made a good voyage, and would 
reap the fruits of my labour. We plow the deep, my 
inaiters, but our harveil is on fliore. I am for a young 
woman. 

Staff. Look abouty Captain, there's one ripe, and 
ready foi* the fickle. 

Capf. A woman indeed : I will be acquainted with 
her : VVho is (he ? 

l^eU. My lifter, bir. 

Cap\ Would I were a-kin to her: If (he were my 
fiiler, Ihe (hould never go out of the family. What fay 
you, miftrefs ? You expedl I (hould marry you, I fuppofe ? 

Luc. 1 (han't be ditappointed if you don't. 

[Turning atoaj. 

Weld. She won't break her heart. Sir. 

Caft, But I mean^ [Followinj^ her. 

H'^eld. And I mean — \Going betijoeen him iiWLucy] 
That you muft not think of her wi^chout marrying. 

Capi. I mean fo too. 

Weld. Why then your meaning's out. 

Capt. You^-e very (hort. 

Weld: 1 will grow, and be taller for you. 

Qapt. I (hall grow angry, and fwear. ~ 

Weld. Ypu'Il gitch no fi(h then« 
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Ciipt. 1 don't well know whether he defigns to af- 
front me or no. 

Stan, No, no^ he's a little familiar; 'tis his way. 

Capt. Say you fo ? nay, I can be as familiar as he, if 
that be it. Well, Sir, look upon me full. What iay 
yoa ? how do you like me for a brother-in-law ? 

Wild* Why yes, £aith, you'Jl do my buiinefs, [turn" 
ing bim ahout\ if we can agree about my iifter's. 

Capt, I don^t know whether your iifter will like me 
or not: I can't fay much to her; but I have money 
enough : And if you are her brother, as you ieem to be 
fukln to her, *I know that will recommend me to you. 

Weld. This is your market for flaves ; my fitter is a 
free woman, and mull not be difpofed of in public. 
You (hall be welcome to my houfe, if you pleafe : and, 
upon better acquaintance, if my iider likes you> and I 
like your offers 

Capt. \ ery well, Sir» 1*11 come and fee her. 

Gov. Where are the flaves. Captain \ they are long 
a-coming. 

BUnd, And who is this, prince that's fall'n to my lot 
for the lord governor ? Let me know fomething of him, 
that I may treat him accordingly : Who is he? 

Caft, He's the devil of a fellow, I can tell you,? a 
prince every inch of him : You have paid dear enough 
tor him for all the good he'll do you : I was forc'd to 
clap bim in irons, and dtd not think the (hip fafe nei- 
ther. You are in hollility with the Indians^ they fay ; 
they thi eaten you daily : You had beft have an eye up- 
on him. 

Bland, But who is he ? 

Gon), And how do you know him to be a prince I 

Capt. He is fon and heir to the great king of Angtla^ 
a mifchievous monarch in thofe parts, who, by his good 
will, would never let any of his neighbours be in quiet. 
This fon was his general, a plaguy fighting fellow. I 
have formerly had dealings with him for (laves, which 
he took prifoners, and have got pretty roundly by him. 
But the wars being at an end, and nothing more to be 
rot by the trade of that country, I made bold to bring 
lie prince along with me^ 
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Gav. How could you do that ? 

BianJi What! (leal a prince out of hia own country ! 
]mfK)flible ! 

. Capf. Twas hard indeed ; but I did it. You mud 
know this Oroonoko 

Bland. U that his name ? . 

C4tpi. Ay» OrooMcJtff, 

Capt. Is naturally inquifitire about the men and man- 
ners of the white nauons. B caufe I could give him 
ibme account of the other parts of the world, I grew 
very much into his favour : In return of fo great an ho- 
liPOr» yoa know, I could do no lefs^ upon my coming 
away, than invite him on board me. Never having been 
in a ^ip» JiCrappointed his time, atid I prepared my en- 
tertainment. He came the next evening, as private as he 
could, with about ibme twenty alone with him. The 
punch wei\t^und; and as many of his attendants as 
would be d^ogerons, 1 font dead drunk on (bore ; the 
reft we fecur^d ; and fo yon have the prince Orom$JU* 

lA^lmt. Gida^mercy, Captain, there yon were 
wim him, i'faith. 

%d FloHf^ Such men as you are fit to be employed in 
public afiairs : The plantadon will thrive by you. . .^ 

3^/ Plami. Indaftry ought <o be -enroura^t 
• Cflj^. There's nothing dpne without it, boys. I have 
9iade my ^sutune this way. 

Biamf. Unheard of vilkiiny ! 

S/an» Barbafous treachery ! 

Bland, They applaud him for't. 

Go'u, But, Captain, methinks you have taken a great 
deal of pains lor this prince Oroonoko ; why did you part 
with Jiim at the common rate of (laves ? 

Copt, Why, Lieutenant-Governor, I'll tell you, I 
did defign to carry him to Bngland, to have (how'd him 
there ; but I found him troublefome upon my hands, 
and I'm glad I'm rid of him«— — Oh, oh, hark, they 
come. 
BUuk Siavif, Men, fTomen, and Children, pafs atrofs the 

^tage ijr /m andii/u0i Abean, and Qtbers of Oroo-i 

noko'4 
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noko'i Aitindanti^ ttjeo and two : Oroonoko laftof aU 

in Chains, 

I'uc, Are a'l thefe wretches flaves ? 

S:an All fold, they and their polierity,- all flaves, 

Luc, O mifcrable fortune ! 

Bland. Moft of them know no better ; they were 
born fo, and only change their mafters. But a prince, 
born only to command, betrav'd and fold ! my heart 
drops blcod for him. 

Capt, Now, Governor, he.e he comes, pray obferve 
him. 

O'-fl. So, Sir, you have kept your word with me ? 

Capt. I am a better Chriilian, I thank you, than 
to keep it with a ^ieathen. 

Oro, You are a Chriflian ; be a Chriftian ilill ; 
If you have any God that teaches you 
To break your word, I need not cur(e you more : 
Let him cheat yon, as you are faife to me. 
You faithful followers of my better fortune^ 
We have been fellow- foldiers in the field ; 

[Efidrmditg bU Jrfcmis^ 
Now we are fellow-flaves. This laft fareweL 
Be fare of one thing that will comfort us, . 
Whatever worKl we are next thrown upon 
Cannot be worfe than this. 

[AUJIa'ves go off but OroODoko. 

Capt, You fee what a bloody Pagan he is. Governor | 
but 1 tool^ care that none of his followers iboald b^ in the 
fame lot with him, for fear they (hould undertake {bine 
defperate aftion, to the danger of the colony. 

Oro. Live ftill in fear ; it is the villain's corie* 
And will revenge my chains ; fear even me. 
Who have no power to hurt thee. Nature abhon^ 
And drives thee oyt from the fociety 
And commerce of mankind, for breach of faith. 
Men live and profper but in mutual trull, 
A confidence of one another's truth : 
That thou haft violated. I have done ; 
I know my fortune, and fubmit to it. 

Qo'v. Sir, I am forry for your fortune,-^ woold 
help it, if I could. 

Bland. 
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Blanif, Take off his chains. You know yourcondi- 
tion ; but you are fal'en into honourable h^nd^ : You 
arc the Lord Governor's flavc, who will ufe you nobly : 
In his abfence it (hall be ray care to ferve you. 

[Blandford applying to bim. 

Oro. I hear yon, but I can believe no mf)re. 

G<9v. Captain, Vm afraid the world wont fpeak Co 
honourable of this, adion of yours, as you would have 
them. 

Capf. I have the money, let the world fpeak and be 
damned, I care not. 

Oro, I would forget myfelf. Be fatibfied [To Bland. 
I am above the rank of comfbon flaves. 
Let that content you. TheChriftian there that knows me. 
For his own fake will not difcover more. 

Capt. I have other matters to mind. You have him, 
and much good may do you with your prince. [Exit. 
The Planters pulling andjlartnz at Oroonoko. 

Bland. What^ would you have there ? you ftare as if 
y^u never faw a man before. Stand farther off*. 

\Turns V« away. 

Ore, Let 'em dare on. 
I am unfortunate, but not afham'd 
Of bein^ fo. No, let the euilty blufh. 
The white man that betray'd me. Honed black - 
Difdains to change its colour. I am ready : 
Where muft I go ? Difpofe me as you pleafe ; 
I am not well acquainted with my fortune. 
But muft learn to know it better : So I know, you fay^ 
Degrees make all things eafy. 

Bland, All things fhall be eafy. 
* Oro, T'ear off this pomp, and let me know myfelf: 
The ilaviih habit beft beco:r.es me now. 
Harci fate, and whips, and chains may overpow'r 
The frailer fle(h, aiid bow my body down : 
But there's another, nobler part of me, 
Outof your reach, which you can never tame. 

Bland, You (hall find nothing of this wretchednefs 
You apprehend. We are not monfters all. 
You feem unwilling to difclofe yourfelf : 
Therefore,: for fear the mentioning your name 

Should 
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Should give yoa nt^w dilquiti^, I prefume 
To call you C^far. 

O'ff. i am myielf; but call me what yoa picafe. 

^(an. A very good name C^Jar, 

Gii*u, And very fit fijr liis cliarafier. 

Org, Was C^efar thea a flaye I 

G-.^. I chink he was ; to phratea goo ? he was a gxe^ 
cooqaeror, but aofismioace in. his friend s 

(>ff. His friends were Chriftians ? 

BLvt^. No. 

Orf. No! that's ft range. 

Cm;. And morder'd by 'em. 

Or a. I would be Ge/ar dien. Yet I will lire. 

BUmd, Live to be hai^pier. 

Ora. Do what yoa will witk mie. 

BlMmeU I win wait apea yoo» attead. and {erre ]FOO. 

[£cir veith Orooooko* 

Ijk. Well, if the Captain had broaght this Wince's 
psoDtry along wnh kim, and wonld niakr ok qoccm of 
ky I would not have him, after ^foing Sb bafe a ddo^* 

Wdd. He*9 a man to thrive in the wodd, filler : 
Bell make yoa the better jointure. 

Lme. Hang him, ikothijtg can prosper with kim. 

&4U. Enquire inta the gnsu cilaccs» and joall finl 
snoft of likCA depend apon the (iame dtle of kooefty s 
The men who raib 'cm firfL are mich of die C^ptain't 
pnncipks. 

Wtld. Ay, ay^ as yoa %» let kin be damn'd fer the 
coed of his &milj, Cooie. E^Eer, we are invited to 
Sinner. 

Ga^-o, Siaiemare^ yon dine widi me. [^xcnrC* 
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S C E N F, Widow Lackitex H.mfi, 

Ewter Widow Lackict m^ Weldon. 

JPW. ' I ^HIS is (o great a favoar, I don't know how 
Ml to receive iL 
^Pft/, O dear Sir ! yoa know how to receire^ and how 

10 
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to return a favour as well as any body, I don't doubt it: 
*Tis_not the firfl: >ou have had from otfr fox, 1 fuppofe. 

Weld. But this is fo unexpe£led. 

AP/V. Lord, how. can you fay fo, ^Ar.JVeldonf I 
won't believe you. Don't I know yoO handfome 
geotlennen expe6l every thing a woman can do for you ? 
auid by my troth you're in the right on>. I think one 
can^*t do too much for a handfotne gentleman ; and fo 
you (hall find it. 

Wdd. I (hall never have fuch an offer again, that's 
ceruin : What (kail I do ? I am mightily divided— 

\P ret ending a etntent* 
. Wid. Divided: O dear, I hope not fo, Sir: If I 
marrv^ truly I expeft to have you to myfclf. 

IVild. There^s no danger of that, Mrs. Ltuiitt. I ant 
divided in my thoughts : My father upon his deathbed 
obliged me to (ee my fifter difpofed of, before 1 married 
my(elf. 'Tis that (licks upon me. They fay, indeed^ 
pitNiii(b8 are to be broken or kept ; and I know 'tis a 
f6oli(h thing to be tied to a promife ; but I can*t help 
it. I don't know how to gee rid of it. 

md. Is that all ? 

Jflgid* All in all to me. The commands of a dying 
' father* you know, ought to be obey'd* 

H^td. And fo they may. 

Wild. Itnpoflible to do me any good. 

l^'iV, They (han't be your hindrance. You wou'd 
have a hu(band for your fider, you fay : He muft be 
very well to pafs too in the world, I fuppofe. 

Weld. I would not throw her away. 

Wid, Then marry her out of hand to the fea-cap« 
tain yoo were fpeaking of. 

Wild. I was thinking of him, but 'tis to no pur- 
pofe ; flie hates him. 

Wid. Does (he hate him ? nay, 'tis no matter^ an 
impudent rafcal as he is, I would not advife her to 
marry him. 

Wild. Can you think of nobody tVt f 

Wid. Let me fee. 

Weld. 



12 OROONOKO. 

• 

JTiU, Ay, pray do, I (bould be loth to pJut with my 
good fortune in yon for ib fmal a matter as a (ifter : 
Sot vou find hew it is w:th me. 

^T/V, Well rcn)cmbcr'd, i'f-ith : Well, if I thought 
}*ou i^'oold like of it, I have a hulband for her : What 
do vou tbink of my ion ? 

U*i}J. You don't think- of it yourfelf. 

HI J. I proteft but I do : I am in earned, if you are, 
he (hall marry her within this half hour« if you*lI-g^ve 
your oonfcnt to it. 

If^sJ, 1 give my confent ! Til anfwer for my fiftcr, 
ihe (hall have him : You may be fure I dtk^VL be glad to 
get over the diffi. ulry. 

HlJ. No more to be faid then, that difficulty is over r 
But I vow and fwear you fri^htcnM me, Mr. JftUo9. 
It I had not had a ion now for your filler, what muft I 
have done, do you think ? Were not you an ill-natorM 
thing to boggle at a promifc ? 1 could break twenty for 
ycu. 

JTrU^ I am the more obliged to you ; but this fon 
will fave alL 

^ V, He's in the houfe ; I'll go and bring him my- 
U\U [Gc/e^.j You would do well to break the bufinefs 
to your filler. She's within, I'll fend her to yon— 

[Going again, c§mes hack* 

U'iU. Pray do. 

H'tJ. Butd'you hear? perhaps (he may (land upon her 
maidenly behaviour, and blufii, and play the f ol, and 
delay : But don^ be anfwer 'd fo : What ! (he is not a 
girl At thefo years : Shew your authotity, atid tell her* 
roundly, Ihe mull be married immediately. Til manage 
my fon, 1 warrant you [Cenout in bajie* 

HVus\ T he widow's in hade, 1 fee : I thought I had 
hid a rub in the road, about my filler: But (he has 
iieppd over that. She's making way for hcrfelf as faft 
as (he can ; but little thinks where (he is going : I could 
tell her Ihe is going to play the fool : B jt people don*t 
love to hear of their faults : Befides, that is not my bu- 
finefs at pref lit. 

Enter Lucy* 
So, fider, I have a hufband for you^— -> 

Lmc% 
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Lnc, With all my hea'^t. I don't know what con- 
finement marriage may be to the men, but Pm fure the 
women have no liberty without it. I'm for any thing 
that will deliver me from the care of a reputation, which 
I begin to find impoflible to preferve. 

WeU, V\\ eafe you of that care : You muft be married 
immediately. 

Luc, The fooncr the better ; for I am quite tir'd of 
fetting up for a hu(band. The widow's fooliih fon is 
the man. I fuppofe. 

If^eU, I confider^d your conftitution, fifter ; and, find- 
ing you would have occafion for a fool, I have provided 
accprdingly. • 

Lu:, I don't know what occaficn I may have for a 
fool when I'm married ; but I find none b^ut fools have 
occafion to marry. 

Wdd. Since he is to be a fool then, I thought it better 
for you to have one of his mother's m^ing ih?n your 
own ; 'twill fave you the trouble. 

Luc I thank you ; you take a great deal of pains for 
me ; but pray (ell me what you are doing for yourfelf 
all this while ? 

. Wxld, Yoa are never true to your own fecrets, and 
therefore I won't truft you witli mine Only remember 
this, I am your eldeft Mer, and, confequent^y, laying 
my breeche* afide, have as much occafion for a hufband 
as you can have. 1 have a man in my eye, be fatisfy'd. 
Enter Widow Lackitt, -with it/fy&« Daniel. 

Wid. Come Damely hold up thy head, child ; look 
like a man : You muft not take it as you 'have done 
Gad's my lifis ! there's nothing to be done with twirling 
your hat, man. 

Dan, Why mother, what's to be done then ? 

0^id. Why, look me in the face, and mind what I 
fay to you. 

lOta^. Marry, who's the fool then ? What fliall I get 
6y. minding what you fay to me ? 

H^id. Mrs. Lucvy the boy is bafhful, don't difcourage 

him ; pray come a Httle forward, and let him falute you. 

{Going hettmen Lucy and Daniel* 

LU9. 
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' Luc. A fine hufband I am to have truly. {To Weldon. 

l^iJ, Come Daniel, you mull be acquainted with this 
gentlewoman, 

Dan. Nay I'm not proud^ that is liot my fault : I am 
prefently acquainted when I know the company ; but 
this gentlewoman is a flranger to roe. 

IVid. $he is your miftrefs, I have fpoke a good word 
for you ; nfiake her a bow, and go and kifs her. 

Dan, Kifs her ! have a care what you fay ; I warrant 
ihe fcorns your words. Such ^vi^ folks are not us*d to 
be flopp'd and kifs*d. Do you think I don't know 
that, mother! ' 

Wid* Try her, try her man : [Daniel hoivs^Jbe tbrufii 
himfornjoard^ Why that's well done ; go nearer her. 

Dan, Is the devil in the woman ? Why fo I can go 
nearer her, if you would let a body aloiie. [To his Mo^ 
fbef'S\ Cry vour rtercy, forfooth ; my rtbther is al#dys 
ihaming one before company ; (he would have me as 
tinmannerly as herfelf, and offer to kifa^ yOii; [To Lucy. 

WeU. Why won't you kifs her ? 

Dan. Why, pray may I. 

ITtU. Kits her, kifs her man. 

Dan, Marry, and I will ; [Kiffis bir,] gadfooks, &e 
kiffes rarely : An* pleafe you, miftrefs, and feeing my 
mother will have it fo, I don't much cat% if I kifs you 
slgain, forfooih. [I^iJ^J her again* 

Luc. Well, how do you like me now ? 

Dan. Like you ? marry I don't know, yon have be- 
witched me, 1 chink : I was never fo in my bom days 
before. 

JVtd. You.muftrtarry this fine woman, DanieL 

Dan, Hey day ! marry her ! I was never married in 
all my life. What muft I do with her then, mother ? 

fVid, Youmuft live with her, cat and drink with 
her, go to bed with her, and fleep with her. 

Dan, Nay, marry, if I muft go to bed with her, I (hall 
never fleep, that's certain ; (he'll break me of my reft, 
quite and clean, I tell you before hand. As fbr eating 
and drinking with her, why I have a good ftomach, and* 
can play my part in any company. But how do yo^u 
think I can go to bed to a woman I don't know ? 
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tVeld. Yoa (hall know her bettei^. • 

Dan. Say you fo. Sir ? 

Wtld. Kifs her again. [Daniel hffis Laqr*' 

Dan. Nay, kiffing I find vt\\\ make us prefently 
mcquainted. We*li ^al into a corner to pra^ice a 
litde, and then I (hall be able to do any things 

Weld. The ydane man mends a^pace. 

Wid. ^tzy doh*t oaulk him. 

Dan. Mother* mother^ if you'll flay in the room 
by me, and promife not to leave me, I don't care for 
once if I venture to go to bed Avith her. 

Wid. There's a ^ood child, go in and^titon rhy 
beft doaths ; pluck up a fpirit, I'll day in the rooa 
by thee. She won't hurt tbuee, I warrant thee% 
• Dan. Nay, as to that matter, I am not afraid of her t 
m give her as good as (he brings. I have a Roimlani 
for her Ohvir, and fo thou may tell her. [Exit^ 

Wid. Mrs. Lucia t we (han't flay for you : You are 
in readinefs I fuppofe. 

Weld, ^he is always ready to do what I would have 
her, I mud fay that for my fifler. 

PFid. 'Twill be her t>wn another day, Mr. Wtld%n^ 

we'll marry 'em out oT hand, afnd then • 

Weld. And then, Mrs. Lackitu look to yourfelf— 

\^ExeuHi% 
Enter Oroonoko and Blandford. 

* Oron You grant I have good reafon to fufpe6t 

* AU the profeflions you can maketo ine. 

* Bland. Indeed you have. 

* Oro. The dog that fold me did {>rofefs as muck 

* As you can do— but yet, I know not why— 

* Whether it is bccaufe I'm fall'n fo low, 

^ And have no more to fear — that is not it : 
-* I am a dave no longer than fpleafe. 

* 'Tis fomething nobler — being jufl myielf, . 
. M am inclining to think others fo : 

* ^Tis that prevails upon me to believe you> 

* Bland. You may believe me. 

* Qro^ I do believe you. 

B 'From 
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* From what I know of your yov arc no foot : 

* Fools only are the knaves, and live by tricks : 

* Wife jnen may thrive without 'cm, and be honc^. 

• £ian^. They won't all take yooi? coimfeK [/iffide.* 

Oro, * Yott know my ftory, and' yt)tt fay yott *r« 
A friend to my misfortunes : That's » name 
Will teach you what you owe yourfelf and me*- 

Bland, I'll iludy to de&rve to be your friend. 
When once our noble governor arriv^s> 
With him you will not need my intercft : 
He is too generous not to feel your wrongs. 
But be affur'd I will employ my pow'r. 
And find the means to fend you home agaiif. 

Oro, I thank you. Sir. — My honell, wretched friendisf 

[Sighing. 
Their chains are heavy : They have hardly found 
So kind a mafler. May I a(k you. Sir, 
What is become of them : Perhaps I ihould i>ot» 
You will fo?give a ftranger. 

Bland. I'll enquire. 
And ufe my boil endeavours, where they are; 
To have *em gently us'd. 

Oro, Once more I thank you. 
You offer every cordial that can keep 
My hopes alive, to wait a better day. 
What friendly care can do, you have apply *dj 
But oh i I have a grief admit; no cure. 

Bland. You do not know. Sir— — 

Oro. Can you raife the dead ? 
Purfue and overtake the wings of Time ? 
And bring about again the hours, the days, 
The years that made me happy ? 

Bland, That is not to be done. 

Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for rae. 

[Kneeling and krj/mg the e^fih. 
Thou God ador'd ! thou ever-gJorious lun T 
If (he be yet on earth, fend me a beam. 
Of thy all-feeing pow'r to light me to her : 
Or, if thy filler goddefs has preferr'd 
iler beauty to the ikies, to be a (lar ; 

O tell 
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O tell me where fhe (binesy that I may ftand 
Whole nights, and gaze upon her. 

Bland. I am rade, and interrupt yoa. 

Oro, I am troublefome : 
But pray give me your pardon. My fwoll'n heart 
Burft out its pafFa^e, and I muil complain. 

! can you think of nothing dearer to me ? 
Dearer than liberty,/ my country, friends. 
Much dearer than my life, that I have loft 
The tend'reft bed belov'd, and loving wife- 

Bland, Alas ! I pity you. 

Oro. Do pity me : 
Pity's a-kio to love; and every thought 
Of that foft kind is welcome to my foul. 

1 would be pity'd here. 

Bland. I dare not aflc 
More than yo;a pleafe to tell me : But, if yod 
Think it convenient to let me know 
Your ftory, I dare promiie you to bear 
A part in your diftre(s, if not aflift you. 

Oro. Thou honed- hearted man! I wanted fuch, 
Jod fuch a friend as thou art, that would fit 
Sdll as the night, and let me talk whole days 
Of my Imornda. O ! I'Jl tell thee all 
From fird to lad ; and pray obferve roe well. 

Bland. I will mod hecdfully. 

Oro. There was a dranger in my father's courts 
^ Valu'd and honour'd much : He was a white» 

The firft I ever faw of your complexion. 
' He chang'd his God for ours, and fo grew great •; 
Of many virtues, and fo fam'd in arms. 
He dill commanded all my father^s wars. 
I was bred under him. One fatal day. 
The armies joining, he before me depp'd. 
Receiving in his bread a poifon'd dart 
Levelled at me ; he &fd wichia my zxm^ 
I've tir'd you already. 

Blsmdn Fray go on. 

Oro, He left an only daughter, whom he brought 
An infant to Angola. When I came 

B 2 ' Back 
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Back to the Coart, a happy conqueror, 
Homanity oblig'd me to condole 
With this fad virgin for a fether's loft. 
Loft for my faftty. I prefcnted ber 
With all the flaves of battle, to atone 
Her father*? ghoft. But, when I faw her face, 
And heard her fpeak, T ofier'd up myfelf 
'To be the facrifice. She bow'd and blufli'd : 
T wonderM and ador'd. The facred pow'r, 
That had fubdu!d me, then infpir'd my tongue, 
Inclin'd her heart, and all our talk was love. 
Bland. Then you were happy. 

Oro,-0 \ I was too happy. 
I marry 'd her : And, though my country's cuftom 
JnduIgM the privilege of many wives, 
I fwore myfelf never \6 know but her. 
She grewwith child, and I grew happier ililL 
O my Imoinda ! But k could not lad. 
Her fatal beauty reached my father's cars : 
He fent for her to court, where, curfed court! 
No woman comes but for his amorous ufe. 
He raging to poiTefs her, (he was forc'd 
To own herielf my wife. The furious king 
Started at inceft ; but, grown defperate, . 
Not daring to enjoy what 4ie defir'd. 
In mad revenge (which I could never Jeam) 
He poifbn'd hcr^ or fent her far, far off. 
Far from my hop)»s ever to fee her more. 

Bland, Moft barbarous of fathers 1 the fad tale 
Has ftruck me dumb with wonder. 

Oro. I have done. 
Ill trouble you no farther : Now and then 
A figh ^^iU have its way : That (hall be alL 
Enter Stanmore. 

Stan. Blandfordt rthc Lieutenant-Governor Is gone 
to your plantation* He defines you would bring the 
Royal Slave with you.^ The fight of his flir miHrefs, 
he favst is an entertainment tor a Prince ; ^e woald 
Jiave his opinion of her. 

Qro. Is he a lover ! 

BlamJ. 
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Bland. So he fays himfclf: He flatters a beautiful 
jQave that I have, and calls her miflreO. 

Oro. Mull he then flatter her to call her mi^ef*? 
I pity the proud man> who thinks himfelf 
Above being in Ipve : What, tho' fhc be a flavc. 
She may defer ve him. 

BlanJ. You Ihall judge of that when you fee her, Sir. 

Oro*. 1 go with you. \^Exeunt, 

SCENE, n Plantation. 

^ Lieut. Governor /^Zi^tf-W^^ Imoindg. 

Gov. I have dillurb'd you, I confefs my faults'. 
My fair QUmene ; * but begin again, 
^ And 1 will lilten to your mournful fong, 

* Sweet as the {oft complaining. nightingale*s. 

* Wliile every note calls out my trembling foulr 
^' And leaves me flient, as the midnight' groves, 

* Only to flielter yon ;' fing, fmg again. 
And let me wonder at the many ways- 
Yott have to raviih me; 

Imo. O I can weep 
Enough for you and me, if that will pleafe you. 

Go'v. You muil not weep : I come to dry your tears. 
And raife you from your forrow. Look upon me x 
^ Look with the eyes of kind indulging love,. 
^ That I may have full caufe for what I lay : ' 
I came to offer you your liber tyj 
And be myfelf the flave. You turn away : VFolUviing btr. 
But eveiy thing become you. I may take 
This pretty hand ^ I know your modefty 
Would draw it back : But you woif Id take it ill 
If I {hould let it go, I know ye wou'd* 
You Qiali be gently forced to pleafe yourfelf ; 
'J hat you will than|c me for. • 

\Sbe ftruggUs,' and gets her hand from him, ihen 
he offers to ki/s her. 
Nay, if you flruggle with me, I muft take— 

IMo. You may my life, that I can part with freely. 

[ExH. 
B 1 Enter 
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Etrter Blandford, Stanmore, atui Oroonoko. 

Bland, Soy Governor, we don't difiurb you, I hope : 
Your miftf^fs has left you : You vs^ere making love : 
She's thankful for the honour, I fuppofe. 

Go*v, Quite infenfible to ail^ I fay, and do : 
When I fpcak to her, (he fighs, or weeps, 
But never aofwers me as I would have her. 

Stan, l'here*8 fomething nearer than her flavery, that 
touches her. 

Bland, What do her fellow (laves fay of her ? can*t 
they find the caufe ? 

Gtv* Some of them, who pretend to be v^i(er than 
the rcif, and hate her, I fuppofe for being us'd better 
than they are> will needs have it that (he is with child* 

Bland. Poor wretch ! if it be fo, I pity her : 
She has loft a jitiftand, that perhaps was dear 
To her, and then you cannot blame her. 

Ore^ If it be h^ indeed yon cannot blame her. 

Go'o* No, no, it is not fo : If it be lb, 

I muft fiill love her : And, dcfiring fiiiJ^ 
1 mull enjoy her. 

Blaind. iry what you can do with fair means, and 
welooaie. 

Qru. I Jl gi*e you ten (laves for her. 

Bland. You know ihc i& our Lord Governor's : But, 
}f I could difpoie of her, I would not now, efpecially 
to you. ' 

Q9V, Why not to me # 

Bland, JjBean againft her will. You are in love 
withher^ 
And we all know what yourdefires would have : 
Love ii ops at nothing but pofleffion. 

* Were ihe within your pow'r, you do not know 

* How foon you would be tempted to forg;rt 

* The nature of ihe deed, and, may be, a^ 

* A violence, you after would repent.* 

Oro, 'Tis godlike in you to prote6l the weak. 
Gsfv, Fie, (ie, I would not force her. Tho' (he be 
A d^ve, her mind is free, and (hould confent. 
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OrB^ Such honour will engage her to confent : 
And then« if you're in love, (he*« worth the havingi^ 
Shall we not fee the wonder? 

Goi/* Have a care^ 
You have a i2e<irty and Hie has conquMng eyes. ^ 

Oro. I have a heart; hut, if ic could be falfe 
To my firft vows, ever to love again, 
Thefe honefl hands (hould tear it from my breads 
And throw the traitor from me. O ! Imeinda ! 
Living or dead, I can be only thine. 

Bland, im^Hdm was his wife : She's either dead. 
Or living, dead to him ; tbrc'd from his arms 
By an inhuman father. Another time 
ril tell you all. \To tht Gov. and Stan. 

Stan. Hark 1 the flaves have 4one their, work ; 
And now begia? tb^r.eveniag merrimeot. 

Bland. The men are all- in love with fair CUmtm 
As much as you^re : And the women hate her^. 
From an iodiAd of natural jealoufy. 
They fing, and dance, and try their little tricks 
To entertain her, and divert her ^dnefs. 
May be ihe is aaiong tbem : Shall wc^iee f ^txiunt. 

The SCENE, i/rtfitw Jbrw th Sla^uii^ jfe/y, fyom'n, 
and Children, upon ibt 'Ground ; fimt rtfe and dance. 

• A SONG by a BOY. 

* jfLafi there U<vei upon thejgreen^ 

* Could I her figure draw ; 

* jj brighter nymph ijoas ne^ver feen, 

* That looks, and reigns a little queen^ 

* jind keep the fwaihs in awe. 

* Her ^es are Cupid*i darts and nvings, 

^ Her eye-hrowj are his loiv : ' 

* Herfilken hair thefihver firings^ 

* Which fure astd/wi/t deftru&iou hringt 

^ T^all the world helonu. 

B 4 iM.If 
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HI. 

• ^PaftoiellaV dawmmg Bgbt 

* Cam tvarm atul 'ztAttmi msJ» ; 

*■ Her moan 'WiUJbhu/a pierdmg hight^ 
^ Each gtancin^ beam luiO kill •uirigbtf 

* Aiui fuiry f^joain fuhdue. 

*A SONG by a MAN. . 

v ■ 

• ^Riibt Cynihia'j /0a«/r elMMeij grtai, 

* What heart is mot ohtfimg f 
*■ A tbwjaid Cupids on her voait^ 

* And m hit eyes are flapng^ 

H. 

• Sbe/erms the queem of love to reigmi 

* Forjht idooe difpenfei 

• Such fweetSi as befi can entertaim 

* The gyfi of all tbefenjes. 

m. 

' Her fan a eharmimg proJpiB brit^i ; 

* Her 'breath gives balm^ Uijfes y 
< / btemr am oMgei mbheh ftfi Jirngs^ 

^ Jnd tafiirf HiOftPm im l^es. 

IV. 

• Fomrfimfit that Jhe feafts inith jej^ 

* From Naimre^s ricbtft treafurt : 

• Lit mu the other fevje emsptty^ 

* Amd IJhall die with flea/ure.* 

Dmrimg the Entertaitumemt^ the Governor, 61andibt4» 
StanmorCy Oroonoko, enter as Spe^ators ; that ended^ 
Captain Driver, Jack Suninore, and fever al Plant- 
tx%y enter tjuith their /words dratvn. [Drum beats. 

[A bell rings. 

Caft. Where are yoa* GoTcmor ? Make what baile 
you can 
To fave yourfelf and the whole colony. 
I bid Vm nng the bell. 
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■ . Ga<v. What's the matter f 

y. Stan, The Indians are come down upon us; thcjr 
Have plundered fome of the plantations already >. and 
are marching this way as fail as t)iey can. 
Go<v. Whic can we do againft them ? 
Bland: We (hall be able to make a ftand, till more 
planters come into us. 

J.Stan. There arc a great many more without, if 
you would (hew yourfelf, and put us in order. 

Gdv> There's no danger of the white (laves, they'll 
not (lir. Blandford and Stanmo'^e^ come you along with 
mc- Some of you (lay here to look after the black (laves. 
{All go out but the Captain and fix Planters, 
^ ■ nvbo all at once ftize Oroonoko. 
\fi Plant. Ay, ay, let us alone. 
Capt, In the firlt place, we fecure you; Sir, 
A% an enemy to the government. 

Oro*. Are you there, Sir ? you are my conftaat friend. 
ijl Plant. You will be able to do a great deal of 
mifchief. 

Capt: But we fhall prevent you : Bring the irons hi 
ther. He has the malice of a Have in him, and would 
be glad to be cutting his mafters thioars. f know him. 
Chain his hands and feet, that he mny not run over to 
'em. if they have him, they'll cavry him on their 
backs, that I can tell *em. 

\_As they are chaining hiniy Blandford enters ^ runs to 'r/»« 
Bland, What are you doing there? » 

Capt, Securing the main chance : This is a bofom 
enemy. 

Biand, Away, you brutes: Til anfwer with my life 
for his behaviour; fo tell the Governor. 
Capt, and Plant, Well, Sir, fo we will. 

\^Exfunt Captain and Planters* 

Oro. Give me a fword, and 1 11 deferve your truft. 

[A party 0/ Ind'mns enter, hurrying Imoinda among the 

Jla*ves \ another party of Indians y^:?/»j ^em retreating^ 

folloioed at a dijianci by the Governor njaitb the Plant" 

ers : Blandford, Oroonoko, join V«.] 

Bland. Hell and the devil 1 they drive away our flaves 

R 5 before 
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before our faces. Governor, can you ftand tamely by, 
4Mk1 foiFer this ? CJemenef Sir, yooroiiilrefs, is among 'em. , 

Gov. We throw ourfelves away, in the attempt to 
refcue 'em. 

Ore, A lover cannot fall- more glorious. 
Than in the caufe of love. He that defervcff 
His miftrefs's favour, wo'nofftay behind: 
I'll lead you on, be bold, and follow me. 

[Oroonoko, at ibe head of the Planters, falls up9U 
the Indians luith a great fifout^ and beats Um cji 
"Enter Imoinda. 
Im. Vm toft about by my tempeftuous fat«, 
Aod no-where muft have rett: Indians^ or Englijb I 
Whoever has- me, I am flill a flave. 
No matter whofe I am, fince Pm no more 
lyjy royal mailer's ; fince I'm his no more, 
O I was happy. I nay^ I will be happy, 
1^1 the dear thought that lam ftillhis wife,. 
Tho' far divided from him. [Dranvs ojf tb^ a C9r^ 

mr of the ftage^ 
Enter the Goveinor, nuith Oroonoko, Blandford, Stan^ 
more, ^xr^ /^^^ Planters. 
Go'v. Thou glorious man ! thou fomethiog greater furc: 
Than Cafar ever was !; that fingle arm 
Has fay'd us all : Accept our general thanks, 

[4li honv to Oroonoko.^ 
And what can we do more to recompenfe 
Siich noble fervices, you fhall command. 

C/fw^»^ too :(hall thank you (he ii fafe-^ n .. 

Look up, and blefs your brave deliverer. 
' [^Brings Llemene forwuard^ hoking^ donjuu en. the grounds, 
Oro^ Blefs me indeed ! - 

i?/aW. You ftart ! 
Oro» O all y^ou gods. 
Who govern, this great world, and bring about 
Things. Itrange and linexpedled \ can it be ? ; 
Gonj, Wha{ is'tyou ftace at fo ? 
Qro. Anfwer me Tome of you,, you who-haye powV^ 
And have your fenfes free : Or are you all 
SiruQk thrgi! wiUiwmder tpp ? . [Lwiingfiill fix^don her^ . 

Rhttd% 
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Blafid. What would yoa kno^f ? 

Oro. My foul ftcals from my body thro' my eyes ; 
All that is left of life I'll gaze away. 
And die upon the pleadire^ 

Gov. This is ft range ! 
. Oro. If you but mock me with her image here i 
If flie be not Imoinda — — 

\Sbt looks upm bim, andfaUs init a/vf^om ; fc rmu tp bit. 
Ha ! She faints ! 

Nay, then it muft be (he : It is lm%inda : 
My heart confe/£bs her, and leaps for joy. 
To welcome h^r to her own empire here. . 

* I feel her all, in cvVy part of roe, 

' O I let me prefs her in my eager arms, 

* Wake her tp life, and with this kindling kils 

* Give back that foul, fhe only lent to me. [Kijes bir^ 

* G(w. I am amaz'd ! 

* Bland, I am as much as you.* 

Oro, Imoinda ! Oh I thy Orcomko calk^. 

[Imoinda coming to life. 

Imo. My Or^onoko / Oh ! I can't believe 
What any man can fay. But, if I am 
To be deceiv'd, there's fomethingin that name, . 

That voice, that face [Staring on bim., 

Q J if I know myfelf, I cannot be miftaken. 

[Runs find embraces Oroonoko* 

Oro. Never here ; 
You cannot be mirtakcn : I am your's, - 

Your Or^^onok09^9\\ that you would have, , 
Your tender loving huiband. 

Imo. All indeed 
That I .would have : My hufband ! then I am.: 
Alive, and waking to the joys I feel : . 
They were fo great, I could notthink.'em tme; 
But LheUeve all that you fay to me : 
Toi truth itfelfy and everkuiog k)ve ' - 

Gro>vs in thi» breaft,. and plealiire in the(e arms* . 

Oro,. Take, take me all s Enquire into my hearty \ 
(You know the way to evVy fecr^t there) . 
Mir licar^. tfae fibred trea&ry of lore i . 

B.60 • And J 
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Atid if, in abfence, I have mifemploy'd 
A mite from the rich ftore ; if I have fpent 
A wilh, a figh, but what I fen t to ypu ; 
May I be curs'd to whh, and iigh in vaih> 
And you not pity me.. 
iMo. O 1 1 believe, 
And know you by myfelf. If thefe fad eyes^. 
Since 1 aft we parted, h^ve beheld the face 
Oi^ any comfort, or once wiih'd to fee 
The light of any other Heav'h but you, 
May Lbe flruck this moment blind, and lofe 
Your Meffed fight, never to find you more* 

Oroi Ifnoinda! O ! this feparation 
Has made yoa dearefj if it can be fo. 
Than you ever were to roe. You appear 
Like a kind ftar to my benighted fleps. 
To guide me on my way to happinefs : 
l.cariilot mifs it now. Governor, frigid, 
' You think me mad : But let me Wefs you all. 
Who, any ways, have been the inftruments 
Of finding her again. Imoindas found I 
And every thing that I would^have in her. 

\.imbracing bet in the mofi pafflonate findnefs* , 

Stan, Where's your millrefs now, Governor ? 

Gov. . Why, whepe moll men's miftreffes are forced. 
- to be fomeiimes. 
With hei" hafband, it feems : But I won't lofe her fo. 

[Afide. 

5/tfif. He has fought Itiftily for her, and defervcs- 
rU fay that for him. [her.. 

Bland. Sir, v/t congratulate your happinefs: I daT 
aoft heartily. 

Gov. And all of u« ; but how- it comes topafs 

* Oto. That -will require 
•-More precious time than I can fpare you now. . 

• I have a ihoufand things to afk of htr, 
' Am! fhe as many more to know of me. 

. 'But you have made me happier, Iconfefs^ , 

• Acknowledge it^ much happier than I 

•^ Have words ot paw'r, lo tvJl yoq. ^aptain> yo«, 
■" * £v'a. 



O R O O N O K O. 37 

* Ev'n yoii, who moft have wrong'd me, I forgive. 

* I wo'not fay you have betray'd me now : 
' I'll think you but the minifter of fate, 

* To bring me to my lov'd ImoinJa here.* 

Jmo. How, how, Ihall I receive you; how be worthy. 
Of fuch endearments, all this tendernefs ? 
Thefe are the tranfports of profpcrity,. 
When Fortune fmiles upon u», . ' • 

Oro, Let the. fools 
Who follow Fortune live upon her fmiles ; 
All our profperity is plac'd in love. 
We have enpugh of that to make us- happy*. 
This little fpot of ©arth you ftand upon,. 
Is more to me than the extended plains 
Of my great fatherV kingdom. Here I reign 
In full delights, in joys to powV unknown : 
Your love my empire, and your heart my throne, 

\^Exeunti. 



ACT III. 

Eniir. AhosLTif witif/everal Siavfs, and Hoim^n, 

Uot. \X/^A^ • to ^^ (laves toxowards ! Slaves to 
V V rogues ! who can't defend themfdves ! 
Aho. Wh6 is this fellow ? He talks as if he were ac- 
quainted with our defign : Is he one of us ? 

, [ ^fide to bis otjun gang. . 

Slav* Not yet; but he will be glad to make one, I. 
beli(;ve. 

j^bo. He makeS' a oHghty noife. 
Hot, Go, fncak in corners, whifper out your griefs,, 
For fear your matters hear you : Cringe and crouch 
Under the bloody whip, like beaten curs. 
That lick their wounds, and know no other cure, 
. AH, wretches all ! you feel their cruelty. 
As much as I can feel, but dare not groan. 
For my part, while I have a life and tongue, , 
It'll cttife the authors of my flavery. 

Abo%, 
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Aho. Have you been long a flave ? 

^ot. Yes, many years; . > 

Jbo, And do you only curfe ? 

^0/. Curfe! only curfe! I cannot conjofe» 
To raife the fpirits up of other men : 
I am but one. O ! for a^oul of ^re^ 
To warm and animate our common caufe^ 
And make a body of us; then I would 
Do fomething more than curie. 

Abo. That body fet on foot, you would be one» 
A limb, to lend it motion i 

Hot. I would be 
The heart of if; the head, the hand,- and heart : - 
Would I could fee the day. 

Aho, You will do all yourfelf. 

Hot, I would do more 
Than I (hall fpeak, but I may find a time— ^— 

Abo, The time may come to you ; be ready for*t. 
Methinks he talks too much; I'll know him more 
Before I truft him farther. {AJidi^ 

Slav, If he dares , 
Half what he fays, he'll be of ufe to us. . 
Enter Biandford. 

Bland, If there be any one among you here 
That d;d belong to Oroonoko^ fpeak, 
I.come to him. 

Aho. I did belong to him ; Ahoan my name. 

Bianii, You a;e the man I want ^ pray come with me* , 

[ExeunU 
Enter Oroonoko and Imoinda. 

Oro. I do not blame my father for his love.: 
(Tho* that had been enough to ruin me.) 

* 'Twas Nature's fault that made you, like the fuD> , . 

* The reafonable woj^fhip of mankind : 

* He could not help his adoration. 

* Age had not lock'd his fenfes up fo clo/e, 
' But he had eyes, that open'd to his foul, 

* And took your beauties in: He felt your j^ow% . 

* And therefore 1 forgive his loving you ;V 
But^ when I think on his barbarity* 



O R O O N O K O. 59 

That cbold expofe you to fo many wrongA ^ 
Driving you out to wretched flavery^ 
Only for being mine ; then I confeis 
1 wi(h I could forget the name of ibo> 
That I niight curie the tyrant. 

, /wo. I will bleG him. 
For I have found yOu here : Heav'n only knows 
What is referv'd for us : But, if we guefs 
The future by the pall:, our fortune muil 
Be wonderful>, above the common iize 
or good or ill ; it mud be in extremes : 
Extremely happy> or extremely wretched • 

Oro, Tis in our pow'r to make it happy now» 

Imo, But not to keep it fo^ 

Enter Blandford ae^ Aboan. 

Bland. M]f royal lord ! 
I have a prelent for you* 

Oro, Aboan! 

Abo. Your loweft Have. 

Oro. My try'd and valued friend! 
This worthy man always prevents my wants : 
I only wiih'd, and he has brought thee to me. 
Thou art furpriz'd : Cany thy duty there ; - 

[Aboan goes to Imoinda, mnd falls at her feet ^ 
While I acknowledge mine> how ihall 1 thank you f 

Bland. Believe me honeH to^our interell. 
And I am more than paid. I have fecur'd 
That all your followers (hall be gently us'd. 
Shall wait upon your perfon, while you fla]r 
Among us. 

Oro. 1 owe every thing to you. 

Bland. You mu& not think you are in flavery. . 

0/0. I do not find I am. 

Bland. Kind Ueav'n has miraculoufly fent 
Thofe comforts, that may teach you to expe^ 
B;s farther care, in your deliverance. 

Qro. I fometimes think* xnyfelf, Heav'» is con<» 

£pr my deliverance* . 

Blonde 
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Bland. It will be foon ; 
You may cxpeft it. Pray> in the mean time,. 
Appear as chearful as you can among ws. 
You have fome enemies, that reprefent 
You dangerous, and would be glad to find 
A reafon, in your difcontent, to fear : 
They t^*atch your looks. But there are honeft raen^ 
Who are your friends : You arefecur'd in them. 

Oro. I ihank you,for your caution* 

Bland. I will leave you : 
And be afTur'd, I wilh your liberty^ \^Exir^. 

Abo, He fpeaks you very fair. • ' 

Oroi He means me fair. 

Jho, If he fhould not, my lord ?- 

Oro. If he (hould not ? 
i'll not fufped his truth : But. if I did;. 
What (hall I get by doubting? 

Aho, Youfecure 
Not to be difappointed: But, befides, 
There's this advantage in fufpefting him : 
When you put off the hopes of other men. 
You will rely upon your god-like felf ; 
And then you may be fure of liberty. 

Oro. Be fare of liberty ! what dofl thou mean r 
Advifing to rely upon myfelf ? 
I think I may be fure on't : We mud wait : 
'Tis worth a little patience. [Turning to \mo\xid9.m. 

Abo, O my lord 1 

Oro. Whatdoft thon drive at ? . 

Abo, Sir, another time 
You would have found it fooncr : But I fee ^ 
Love has your heait, and takes up all your thoughts*. 

Oro, And canM thou blame mt? 

Aho. Sir, I muil not blame you. ^ 

But, as our fortune (lands, there is a pafliK 
(Your pardon, royal miftrefs, I m lift fpeak) 
That would become: you better than your love : 
A brave refentmenc ; which, infpir'd by you. 
Might kindle and diiFufe a gen'rens rage 
AHK>Dg the flakes, to roofe and (hake our chsuns*. 

Audi' 
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And ftruggle to be free. 

Oro, How can wc help oarfclvcs ? 
y/iio, } knew yon when you would have found a way* 
How help ourlelves ! the very Indians teach us ; 
We neeci but to attempt our liberty, 
And we carry it. We have hands fufficient. 
Double the number of our ma(ler^s force. 
Ready to be employed. ' What hinders us 
* To fet 'em at work V We want but you. 
To head our enterprizf , and bid us ilrike. 
Oro. What would you do \ 
Abo. Cut our opprefibrs* throats. 
Oro, And you would have me join in your defign of 
murder ? 

Abo. It deferv'es a better name : 
Bur, belt what it win; *tis juftify'd 
By (elf-defence, and natural liberty. 
Oro, I'll hear no more on' t. 
Abo, I'm forry for't. 
Oroi Nor Qiail you think of it I 
Abo. Not thinly of it I 
Oro. No, I command you not. 
Aho. Remember, Sir, 
Yon are a^are yourfelf, and to cotnmand 
Is now another's right. Not think of it ! 
Since the firft moment they put on my chains, 
I*ve thought of nothing but the weight of 'em. 
And how to throw 'em off": Can your's fit eafy ? 
' Oro. 1 have a fenfe of my condition. 
As painful, and as quick, as your's can be. 
I feel for my Imoinda and myfelf ; 
Imoinda ! much the tendered part of me. 
But tho* I langui(h for my liberty, 
I would not buy it at the ChriHian price 
O^ black ingratitude : They fha'not {f^y. 
That we defcrvM our fortune by our crimes. 
Murder the innocent 1 
Abo, The innocent! 

Oro, Thcfe men are fo, whom you would rife againft ; 
If we are flav^s, they did hoc make us flaves. 

But 
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But bought as in an honeft way of trade : 
As^we Jiave done before 'e(n> bought and fold 
Many a wretch, and never thought it' wrong. 

• They paid our price for us, and we are now 

• Their property, a part of their eftate/ 

• To manage as they pleafe. Miftake me not/ 
I do not tamely fay, that we ihould bear 

All they could lay upon us : But we find 
The load fo light, fo little to be felt, 
(Confidering they have us iii their powV, 
, And may inflidt what grievances they pleafe) 
We ought not to complain. 

Abe. My royal lord ! 
You do not know the heavy grievances. 
The toils, the labours, weary drudgeriet , 
Which they impofe ; burdens more ^ for be^^ 
' For fenfelefs bealh to bear, than thinking men* 
Then if you faw the bloody cruelties 
They execute on every (light offence; 
Nay, fometimes in their proud, infulting (port. 
How worfe than dogs they laQi their fellow-creatiires i 
Your heart would b&ed for 'em. Oh ! could yoa know 
How many wretches lift their hands and eyct ^ 
To you for their relief I 

Oro. I pity *em, 
And wi(h I could with honedy do more. 

J ho. You muft do more, and may, with honeHjr. 
O royal Sir, remember who you are, 
A prince, born for the good of other men : 
Wnofe £:od-like office is to draw the fword 
Againft bppreffion, and fet free mankind % 
And this Tm fure you think oppreiEon now. 
What tho' you have not felt theie miferies. 
Never believe you are obliged to them : 
They have their felfifti reafons, may be, now. 
For ufing of you well : But there will come 
A time, when you rouft have your (hare of 'em. ' 

Oro, You fee how little caufe I have to chink Co : 
Favour'd in my own perfon, in my friends ; 
Indulg d in all that can concern my care, 

In 



OROONOKO. 43 

In mv Imointla^s foft ibciety. [Emhraa»^ her. 

Abo. And, therefore, would you lie contented down 
In the forgetfttlnefsy and arms of love» 
To get young princes for *em \ 

Oro. Say'it thou \ ha ! 

Ahoi Princes, the heirs of empire, and the laft 
Of your illullrious Jpeage, to be born 
To pamper up their pride, and be their (laves ? 

Oro. Imoindj^ / fave me, fave me from that thought* 

^ lm9. Th«-e is no fafejty from it : I have long 

* SafFer*d k with a mother's labouring pains ; 

* And can no longer. Kill me, kill me now, 

* While I am bleis'd, and happy in your love ; 

* Rather than let me live to lee you hate me : 

< As you mull liate me ; me, the only caufe, 

* The fountain of the(e flowing mifertei : 

« Ory up .the (priM of life, thit poi^i'noos ipring. 

< Th»< iwells 10 faft, to overwhelm us all. 

« On.* Shall the dear babe, the eldeft of my hopes* 
Whom I begot a prince, be born a flayed 
Th^ treaforeof this temple was defign'd 
T* enrich a kingdom's fortune : Shall |t h^re 
Be feiz'd upon qy vile unhaMow'd hands. 
To be employM in ufes moll profane ? , 

Ah^n In moft unworthy ufes ; think of that ; 
And, while you ihay, prevent it. * O my lord, 
« Rely on nothing that they fay to you,r , 

* They fpeak you fair, I know, and bid you wait : 

* But think what 'tis to wait on pronnfes, 

* And promifes of men who know no lie 

* Upon their words, againft their intereft : 

^ And where*s their intereft in freeing you > 

* Im$, Ol where indeed, to lofe ib many flaves? 

* Abo. Nay, grant this man, you think fo much 

* your friend, 

< Be honeft, and intends all that he fays ; 

< He is bat one ; and in a government, 

* Where, te confcfTes, you have enemies, 

< That watch your looks. What looks can you pui on, 

* To pleafe thefe men, who are before refolv'd 
.'• To read 'em their own way \ Alas I my lord, 

*If 
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* If they incline to thiiik you dangerous, 

* They have their knavilh arts to inaKc you fo r 

* And then who knows how far their cruelty 

* May carry tl^eir revenge V 

* Jmo. To everything 

* That does belong to youj your friends^ and me > 

* I (hall be torn from you, forced away, 
' Helprlefs and mifcrable : Shall I live 

/ To fee that day again ? 

* Oro, That day (ball never come.' 

A&o, I know you are perfuaded to believe 
The governor's arrival will prevent 
Thefe mifchiefs, and beftow your liberty : 
But who is fure of that ? I rather fear 
More mifchiefs from his coming. He is young*. 
Lu^curious, paffionate, and amprous r 
Such a complexion, and made bold by pow% 
To countenance all he is prone to do. 
Will knotV no bounds,, no law againft his lufts». 
If, in a fit of his intemperance. 
With a ftrong hand he mail rcfolve to feize. 
And force my royal miftreis from yoor arms. 
Now can you help yourfelf ? 

Oro. Ha ! thou haft roas'd 
The lion in his den, he ftalks abroad, 
And the wide fbreft trembles at his roar. 
I &nd the danger now. My fpirits ftarc 
At the alarm, and firom all quarters come 
To man Ciiy heart, the citadel of love. 
Is there a pow'r on earth to force vou from mc ? 
And ihall I not refill hi * nor ftrike firft, 

* To keep, to fave you : to prevent that curfew 
« This is your caufe, and (hall it not prevail?' 
Ch ! you were born always to conquer me. 
Now I am fa(hion*d to thy purpofe :^ Speak, 
What coaibinaticn, what confpiracy, 
Wo'jld'll thou engage me inr I'll undertake 
AH thou would^ft have me now for libeny. 
For the great caufe of love and libeny. 

Ji^, Now, my greit ma^r, you appear yourfelf^ 

Anir 
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\nd, fince we have you join'd in our defign, 
[t cannot fait us. 1 have mufter'd up 
The choiceft flaves, men who arc fenfible 
^f their condition, and feem mod refolv'd : 
rhey have -their fevcral parties. 

Oro» Summon Vm, 
!\.flemble >m : I will come forth and (hew 
Vlyfelf among '«m : If they are refolv'd, 
['11 le^d their foremoft refolutions. 
j^ifo, 1 have provided thofe w:ll follow you. 
Oro. With this refer vc in our proceedings flill. 
The means that )ead us to out liberty 
Muft not be bloody, 

* j^^o. You colli ma nd in all. 
' We fliall expert you. Sir : 
« Oro, You (ha'not long.' 
\^Exenni Oro. an^ I mo. af ont door^ AbOan at anotbefm 

WelJon coming in bejore Mrs, Lackitt. 
Wid* Thefe unmanner y Indian^ were fomething on- 
reafonable to diflurb us jud in the nick, Mr Weldon\ 
but I have the Paribn wiihin call flill, to do as the 
good turn. 

Weld. We had bed ttay a little I think, to fee things 
fettled again, had not we ? Marriage is a ferious thing 
you kno*\. 

Wid, What do you talk of a ferious thing, Mr. Wtl-^ 
€ioH^ I think you t^ave found me fufficiently ftrious : I 
have married my fon to your iiikr, to pleafure you : 
^nd now! come to claim your promife to me, you tell 
rae marriage is a ferious th ng. 
. Wild. Why. is it not ? 

'Wid, Fiddle, fadole, I know what it is : 'Tis not 
^he firft time I have been marry d, [ hope : But I (haH 
l^egin to think you don*t defign to do fairly by me, fa 
1 £all. 

Weld, Why indeed, Mrs. Lackitt, I'm afraid I can't 
^ fo fairly as 1 would by you. 'Tis what you mad 
know firft or laft ; and I ihould be the word man in the 
^orld to conceal it any longer ; therefore i muft own 
to.yoa that I am married already. 

Wtd, Married ? You don't fay fo, I hope I how have 

yott- 
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you the confcience to tell me fuch a thing ta my face* 
Have you abus*d me then, fooPd and cheated me ? what 
do you take me for, Mr. Weldon? Do yoi^ think I am 
to be fcrv'd at this rate \ But you (han't find me the 
£Ily creature you think me : I would have you to know 
I underfrand better things than to ruin my Ton without 
a valuable confideration. Jf I can't have you, I caa 
keep my money. Your fi'^cr (han't have the catch of 
him (he expeded : I won't part with a (billing to 'cm. 

Weld, You made the match yourfelf, you know, you 
can't blame me. 

Wid, Yes, yes, I can, and do blame you: you might 
have told me before, you were marry 'd. 

Weld. I would not have told you now ; but you fol- . 
low'd me fo clofe, I was^ forc'd to it : Indeed I am 
marry'd in England \ but 'tis as if I were not; fori 
have been parted from ray wife a great while, and, to 
do reafon on both fides, we hate one another heartily. 
Now I did de(ign, and will marry you (lill, if you'll 
have a little patience. 

Wtd, A likely bufioefs truly. 

Weld, I have a "friend in England thztl mil write to, 
to poHbn my wife, and then I can marry you with a 
good confcience ; if you love me, as you fay you do^ 
you'll confent to that, I'm fure. 

Wtd. And will he do it, do you think ? 

Weld. At the firft word, or he is aot the.maa I take 
him to be. 

Wid, Well, you are a dear devil, Mr. Weldon: And 
would you poifon your wife for me ? 

Weld, I would do any thing for you. 

Wid, Well, I am mightily oblig'd to you. But 'twill 
be a great while before- you can hare an anfwer of your 
letter. 

Weld,* 'Twill be a great while indeed. 
^ Wid, In the mean time, Mr. Weldon 

Weld. Why in the mean time Here's company. 

We'll fettle that within ; I II follow you, [Exit Wid, 
Enter Stan mores, 

Stan, So, Sir, you carry on your bufinefs fv^immiag. 
ly : You have floien a wedding I heai!« 

Wild. 
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WeU. Ay, my iifter is marry'd : And I am very near 
being run away with myfelf* 

S/an, The widow will have you then ? 

fFifli/. You come very feafbnably to my refcoe : ^asJi 
Stanmore is to be had, I hope ? 

Stan, At half an hour's warning* 

Wild. I muft advife with yea. \JE,xeunt, 

* scene;, ri&# Coumry. 

* Enter Oroonoko, nvi/h Aboan, Hotman, a/id Slaves. ' 

• Oroi Impoflible ! nothing's impofiible : 

* We know our ftrcngth only by being iry'd. 

* If you t)bje£t the mountains, rivers, woods 

* Unpaflable, chat lie before our march : 

« WoKxJs we can fet on fire : We fwim by nature : 

* What can oppofe us then but we may tame ? 

* All things (ubmit to virtuous induftry : 

* That we carry with us, that is ours. 

' Slofu, Great Sir, we have attended all you iaid, 
*■ With filent joy and admiration : 

* And» were we only men, would follow fuch, 
. * So-great a leader, thro' the untry'd world. 

< But, oh ! coniider we have other names, 

' HnCbands and fathers, and have things more dear 

* To us than life, our children and our wives, 
' Unfit for fuck an /expedition : 

* What muft become of them ? 

* Ore. We wo'not wrong 

* The virtue of our women, to belicye 

* There is a wife among them would refufe 

' To (bare her hu(band's fortune. What is hard, 

* We muft make eafy to 'em in our love : While we live, 

* And have our limbs, we can take care of them ; 

* Therefore I Hill propofe to lead our march 

* Down to the fea, and plant a colony ; 

* Where, in our native innocence, we fliall live 

* FrcCy and be able to defend ourfelves ; 

* Till ftrcfs of weather, or fome accident, ^ 
' Provide a (hip for us^ % 
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* Aho, An accident ! , ■ 

* The luckieft accident prefents it(elf > 

* The very (hip that brought and made us flaves, 

* Swims in the river flilK I fee no caufe 
' Blit we may feize on that. 

* Oro. Itfhallbe fo: 

* There is' a juflice in it pleafes me • 

* ^ijyQtt agVee to it ? \To tht Slavesv 

*\)mnes. We follow you, 

« Oro, You do not relilh it» [To Hotman. 

* Hot, I am afraid 

* You'll find it difficult and dangerous. 

' Aho, Are you the man to hnd the dangers fir ft? 

* You fliould have giv'n example. Dangerous I _ 

* I thought you had not underftood the word ; 

' You^ who would be the head, the hand and heart ; 

* Sir, T remember you, you can talk well ; 

* I wo'not doubt but you'll maintain your word. 

* Oro. This fellow is not right ; Til try him further ; 

[?i Aboan, 

< The danger will be certain to us all, 

* And Death moft certain in mifcarrying* ^_ 

* We mull expeft no mercy, if we fail : 

* Therefore our way muft be not to expe^ : 
« Well put it out of expeftation, 

* By death upon the place, or liberty. 

* There is no mean, but death, or liberty. 

« There's no man here I hope, but comes prepared 

* For all that can befal him. 

* Abo, Death is all : 

* In moft conditions of humanity 

« To be defir'd, but to be (hunn'd by none : 
« 1 he remedy of many, wilh of fome, 
« And certain end of all. 

* If there be one among us, who can fear 

« The face of death appearing like a friend, 

* As in this caufe of honour death muft be 2 

< How will he tremble when he fees him drefs'd 

* In the wild fury of our enemies, 

* In all the terrors of their cruelty ! 

' Fat 
3 
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"^ tor now, if we (hoald fall into their hands, 
^ Conld they invent a thoaland mnrd'ring wayt, 
"* By racking torments, we (honld feel 'em all. 

* Hoi, yffhzt will become of us ? 

' Or«. Obferve him now. [fp Abo. ^onctrning HoK 
^ I could die, altogether^ like a lAan ; 
' As you, and you, and all of U8> muft do. 
^ Bat who can promife for his bravery 

< Upon the rack ? where fatniing^ weary lifi^, 

* Hunted thro' ev'ry limb, is fort'd to feel 

* An agonizing deadi of all its parts ^ 

< Who can bear this ? refolve to be empal'd ? 
« His' ikin flead off, and roalled yet alive ? 

* The quivering flefh torn from his broken bpnet 

* By burning pincers ^ Who can bear theie pains ^ 

* Hot. Tncy arc not to be borne. 

[Difcowritig all the tonfujkn of/tdr. 

* Ora. You fee him now, this man of mighty, words) 
' * Jih^ How his eyes roll I 

* Oro, He cannot hide his fear: 

< t try*d him this way, and have found him tmt. 

' J&o. I could not have believ'd it. Such a b}atse^ 

< And not a fpark of fire I 

* Oro. His violence 

* Made me fufpefl : Now Tm convinc*d, 

< j&o. What ihall we dp with him ? 

* Oro, He is not fit— 

* jih. Fit ! hang him, he is only fit to b^ 

* Juft what he is, to live and die a flave : 

* The b^ie companion of his fervile fears. 

* Oro. We are not fafe with him. 

* jfio. Do you think fo i 

* Oro, He'll certainly betray us. 
« J^. That he (han't : 

* I can take care of th^t ; I have a wa^ 

* To take him off his evidence. 

*. Qra. What way? 

« J^fi, rU ftoy his mou^h before ygi^ ^ab him herej 

* And then let him inform ^ 

' [Goifig ioftab Hotman^ Oroonoko holds him, 
C *0ro. 



* Oro. Thou art not mad ? ' 

* ^^cj. I^woald fecure ourjfelves* 

.* Or^.. It (ha'not be this way ; nay cannot be : * 

* His murder will alarm all the reft, 
■ Make 'em fufpedt us of barbarity, 

' Atidy may be, fall away from our defign* 

* Wc*U not.fet out in blood. We have, my friends, 

< This night to furni(h what we can provide 

* For our fecurity and juft defence. 

* If there be one among us we fufpe£t 

* Of bafenefs, or vile ^ar,i it will become 

^ Our common care to have an eye on him i 
' I wo'not name the man. 

* Jho.^ You guefs at him. [To Hotman. 

* Oro. To-morrow, early as tfte breaking day, 

* We rendezvous behind the citron grove. . \ 

* That ihip fecur'd, we may tranfport ourfelves 

* To our refpcdive homes : My father's kingdom 
^ Shall open her wide arms to take you in, 

' And nur(e you for her own, adopt yoa aJl, 

* All, who will follow me. 

. * Omnes. All, all follow yon. 

* Or$. There I can give you all your liberty : 

* Boftow its bleffings, and fecure 'em yours. 

« There you (hall uve with honour, as becomts 
« My felfowp-fufferers and worthy friends. 

* Thus, if we do fucceed : But, if we fall 

< In our attempt, 'tis nobler itill to die, 

< Than drag the galling yoke of ilavery.' 

[Exeunt^ 
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Mnier Weldon and Jack Stanmore. 

« WeU. \rOXJ fee, honcft Jack, I have bees in- 
\ * duftrions for yoa : You muft take fome 
^ pains now to icrve yoorfelf, 

« 7. Staa. 
3 
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^ y. SfaH. Gad, Mr fFeUtm^ I have taken f gfett 
** deal of pains ; and, if the Widow fp^ak hone((ly, faith 
<^and troth ihe'll tdl you what a pains- taker I am. 

* Weld* Fie, fie, not me ^ 1 am her hu (band vo« 

* know. She won't tell me what pains yon have (akea 
< with her : Befides, (he takes you for me. 

< J. Stan. Tliat's true: I forgot you had loarri^d 
•her. But if you knew all— — 

< WtU, 'Tis no matter for my knowing all, if (he does. 

* J. Stan* Ay» ay, flie does know, and more than 

* ever (he knew finte (he was a woman, for the timet 

* I will be bold to (ay ; for I have done*— 

« fFiU. The devil take you, for you'll never have done* 

< J. Stan. As old as (he is, (he has a wrinkle behind . 

* more than (he had, I believe ; for I have taught her 

* what (he never knew in her life before* 

* WeU», What care I what wrinkles (he has ? or what 

* yon have taught her ? If you'll let me adnfe vou, you 
^ may : If not, you may prate on, and ruin the wholt 
' defign. 

,^ J* Stan. Well, well, 1 have done, 

* fFeU. Nobody but your coufin, and you, and I, 
' know any thing of this matter. I have marry'4 Mrs. 
■ Lackitt, and put you to bed to her, which (he knows 

* nodiing of, to ferve you : In two or three days I It 
^ bring it about fo, to re(ign up my claim, and with 

* her confent, quietly to you. 

« 7. Stan* But how will you do it ? 

* Weld. That rouft be my bufinefs : In the mean time, 
' if you fliould make any nolle, 'twill come to her ears, 
^ and be impofiible to reconcile her. ' 

• « y. Stan. Nay, as for that, I know the way to re- 

* concile her, I warrant you. 

* Wild. But how will you get ho* money ? I am mar« 

* ry'd to her. 

< 7. Stan. That I don't know, indeed. 

* Wtld. You muft leave it to me, you find ; all the 
« |)ains I (hall put yod to, will be to be filent : You 

* can hold your tongue for two or three days ? 

* J. Stan. Truly not well, in a matter of this nature : 

C 2 M (hould 
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'. I fliould be very unwilling to^lofe the reputation of 

* this night> work> and the pleafure of telling it. 

« ^iU. You muft mortify that vanity a little : You 
' will have time enough to Drag and lie of your man- 

* hood, when you have her in a bare-Bic'd condition to 

* difprove you. 

* 7. Sion. WeD, 111 try what I can do : The hopes 

* of her money muft do it. 

* f^tlii. You'll come at night again ? Tis your owft 
' bufinefs. 

* y. Stan. But you have the credit on't. 

' IVeld, 'Twill be our own another day, as the widow 

* iays. Send your coofin to me : I want his advioe. 

* J. Stan* I want to be recruited, I'm fure ; a good 
' breakfaft, and to bed : She has rock'd my cradle fuf- 
« ficiently. [Exit. 

* Weld, She would have a hufband ; aitd, if all be as 

* he fays, ihe has no reafon to complain : But there's no 
*, relying on what men iay upon theie pccafions : They 

* have the benefit*of their bragging, by recommending 

* their abilities to other women : Their's is a trading 
' edate, that Hves upon credit, and increafes by removing 
^ it qutof one bank into another. Now poor women have 

* not thefe opportunities: We muft keep our ftockt 

* dead by us, at home, to be ready for a purchafe, when 

* it comes, a hufband, let him be never {6 dear, and be 
< glad of him : Or venture our fortunes abroad on iuch 

* rotten fecurity, that the principal and jntereft, nay, 
' very often, our perfons are in danger. If the women 

* would agree (which they never wifl) to call home their 

* effedis, how many proper gentlemen would fneak into 

* another way of living, for want of being refponfiblc 

* in this ! then hu (bands would be cheaper. Here comes 
« the widow, (he'll tell truth ; (he'll not bear falfe wit- 

* nefs againft her own intereft, I know.' 
•* Entir Widow Lackitt. 

WeU, Now, Mrs. Lackitt. 

IVid. Well, well, Lackitt, or what you wiH now; 
new I am marry'd to you : I am very wdl pleas'd with 
what I hare done, I aHure you. 

WcU. 
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WtU. And with what I have done too, I hope* 

Wiil. Ah! Mr. iVtlihn! I fay nothing, but yon*re 
a dear nan, and I did not think it had been in yoo* 

Wild. I have, more in me than you imagine. 

Wid. No no, you can't have more than I imagine. 
'Tis impoffible to have more : You have enough for any 
woman, in an honeft way, that I will iay for you. 

' ^ild. Then I find you are (atisfied. 

* IVid, Satisfied ! No indeed : I'm not to be fatisfied 

* with you or without you : To be iatisfi^d is to have 
' enough of you. Now, 'tis a folly to. lie, I (hall never 
' think I can have enough of you. I (hall be verv fond 
' of you. Would you have me fond of you ? Wiiat do 
' you do to me, to make me love you to well ? 

« mU. Can't you tdl what ? 

* WU. Go, there*8 no fpeaking to you : You bring 
' all the blood of one^s body into one's &^e, (6 you do : 
« Why do you telk fo ? 

* IVtld. Why, how do I talk ? 

* ^fV. You iuiow how : Bat a L'ttle colour becomes 

* me, I believe : How do I lopk to-sday ? 

- * IVcld. O ! mod lovingly, moft amiaUy^ 

< Wid. Nay, this can't be knigafecret, 1 find, I (hall 
f difcover it l^ my couateoanoe. 

* Wtld. The women will find you out, you Icok {o 
chearfuHy. 

* Wid^ But do I, do I really look fo chcarfully, fo arot- 

* ably? There's no fuch paint in the world as the natu- 
' ral glowing of a complexion. Let 'em find me out if 

* they pleafe, poor creatures, I pity 'cm : . They envy 
< me, Fm fure, and would be glad to mend their looks 

^ * upon the fame occafion. The young Jill-flirting girb, 

* fbrfooth, believe no body mu(i have a hufl}and but them- 

* felves: but I would have them to know there are other 

* things to be taken care of, befides their green -ficknefs. 

* Weld. Ay, fure, or the phyficians would have but. 
« little |)ra6lice. 

' Wid: Mr. Weldouy wl^at mud I call you \ I muft hav^ 
Ibme pretty fond x^^me or other for yQH> What fliall I^ 
call you ? 
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* Dan. Let her ol\ tut whitt Ae pleafes» mother^ 
' 'tis Hot her tongue that I'm timi o£ 

' Lttc. Iwillmakefuchabeaitofthee^ruchaciickoldl 
' Wi^^^X), praf^ to I hope; do nothing raflily Mrs. 

*■ Luc. Soch a cuckold I will make of thee. 

* Dan, I bad rather be a cackold than what you would 
^ make of me in a week, I'm fore; I have no more man** 

* hood left in me already, than there is> faving the mark^ 

* in one of my mother's old under petticoats here. 

* Wid. Sirrah, firrah, meddle with your wife's petti- 
^co^ts^ and let your mother's alone> you ungracious 
** bird you. [Beats him. 

* Dam Why, it "the devil in the woman ? What have I 
' ftid now ? Do you know, if you were aflc'd, I trow ? 

* But you are all of a bundle ; ev*n hang together : He 

* thfit unties you, makes a rod for his own tail; and fo 
•» he will find it that has. any thing to do with you. 

* IViid, A y,^ rogue enough, youriliall 4nd it : I have 
*• a rod for .your uA ftill. 

* Dan, No wife, and I care not.' 

Wid, ril fwinge you into better manners, you booby. 
[Beats him offi and exit. 

Weld, You have confommajted our project upon him^ 

Luc. Nay, if I have a limb of the fortune, I care 
not who has the whole body of the fooL 

JFeld. That you (hall, and a^ large one I promife you. 

£2^. Have you heard the news ? They talk of an 
^nglijh ihip in the river. 

Weld. I have heard on't; and am preparing to re- 
(Ceiye it,, as faft as I can. 

ifttc. There's fomethipg the matter too with the Haves, 
Ibme diftuH)ance or other, X don't know what 'tis. 

Wfld. So much the better ftill : We fi(h in troubled 
waters.! We ihall have fe^/er eyes upon us. Pray ga 
you home, and be ready \o affift me in your part of tne 
4ciigti> 

Lac, I can't fail in mine. [Exit., 

Weld. The widow has furnifh'd me, I thank her, to 
qarry it oh. Now I have got a wife, 'tis high time to 
tjiiqk of getting a hulband.. { carry my fortune about 
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use— a tboniand pounds in gold and jewels. Let me 
fee — *cwill be a coniiderable tr«ift : And I think I fliall 
lay it out to advantage. 

Enter Stanmore. 

$/tfir. So, Wildon^ Jack has told me his fuccefs; and 
his hopes of marrying the Widow by your means* 

'WtU^ I have ftrain'd a point, Stanmore^ upon yo«r' 
account) to be ferviceable to your family. 

Stun. I take it upon my account ; and am very much • 
obliged to you. But here we are a^ in an uproar, 

WeU. So they fay ; what's the matter ? 

Stan. A mutiny among the Haves : Oroweih is at tlie 
head of *cm. Our Governor is gone out with his rafcally 
militia againfl 'em. What it may come to no body knows* 

IVeU, For my part, I fliall do as well as the reft : But 
I'm concerned for my fifter and coaiin, wkom I tXfoSL 
in the (hip from Ettglami. 
• Stan* There 5 no danger of 'em 

WiU, i have a thoufand pounds here, ia goM mA 
jewels, for my coufin's ufe, that I would moi« parti- 
cularly take care of: Tis too great a fum to venuire at 
home \ and I would not have her wrong'd of it : there- 
fore, to fecure it, I think my beft way willJbe to gput 
it into your own keeping. ; 

Stan. You have a very good opinion of my •hondl)^ 
\Takes the purjt and casket. 

Weld, I }iave, indeed ; if any thing ihould happen to ^ 
me, in this biiftle, as no body is fecure of accidents, X i 
know you will take my coufin into >toui pioteftign .an4 • 
care ; and 

* Stan, You may "be fure on't. . 

Wfld, If you hear ihe is dead, as fhe may be, then iLi 

* deiixe you to accept of the thoufand pounds as a regacy^ . 

* and token of my friendfhip ; lay /ider is.ptovided fori . 

* Stan, Why, you amaze me ; bat you are never th^ . 

* nearervdying, I hope, for siaking your will? 

* Weld, Not a jot ; bat I love to be before-hand witk ' 

* fortune^ If /he comes iafe, this is not a place for a . 
«€ngle woman, yoUsknow;' pray fee iior married aa.^ 
ftwm^;^tt.can.. 
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S^a»*.lf (he be as handfome. as her' pidare> rpa«> 
praDnife her a hufband.. 

WeU.JSyou like her when yoo^ fee her^ I wilh no-j- 
tBihg fo much as to have you marry her yborfelf. 

*Sian. From what I have heard of her, and my en- 
•^gagements to you, it roufl be her fauk if I don't : f 
••hope to hav» her from you town hand. 

* WtU. And Ihope to give her to you, and all this.. 

* Stan.. Ay, ay» hang thefe melancholy teflediions : 
* Your generofity has engaged .all my fervicesJ 

Weld, Talways thought yon worth making a friend,. 

^/tfff..You il^'t find your eood. opinion thrown 
away upon me : I. am. ia your ^bt, aild (hall think fa 
as long as I live*^ \^f:xeuni.. 

SCB^E^. The Coutifiy. 
Entif M^omfiii 4f the ftage OtQQfio\u}i Atoan^ tAfitl^ 

ihi Slaves. Imoinda nvitba 6owandgm*ueri-the- 

nvoment fime leading, . ethers, carfytng their children uf^^ 

^u theirhachm. 

Oro. The women with theif children fall behind.. 
lineinda, you mud: not expofe yourfelf ;. 
Retire, my Ibve : I'almpit fear for you. 

Imo, Pfearnodangor; life, .or death, I will: 
Enjoy with you. 

Oro* My pcrfdft Is yourg;uard; 

jtto» •^Now, Sir, blame youifelf: * If you had not: 
prevented my cutting his throat, that coward there Had^ 
not discovered us ; he comes now to upbraid you. 
Enter on the other fide, /^f Governor, talking, /o- Hotman,^ 
nvitLbis rabble., 

Gofv. This is the very thing I would have wilh'd. 
, Your honeibfervice tathe governm^t \T6 Hotman«. 
Shall be rewarded A<fith your liberty. 

Abo. His honeft ierviee I: call it what it i8>. 
His villainy,, the ibrvice of his fear : 
If he gretends t& honed fitrvices,^ 
Lei him Sand but, and meet me like-a m^so:.. 

IJdvaneieiA 

Or^.l^oldS^you: and you who come againftosy hold: 
I duuge you io a general good to aU.. 
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And wifli I coald command yoit, to pre?eot 
The bloody havock of the murdering (word* 
I would not uree deftrudion uncompeird : 
But, if you follow fate, you find it here. 
The bounds are fet, the limits of our lives : 
Between us lies the eaping gulph of death. 
To fwallow all : Who firS advances— 

Enter the Captain, with bis Crew. 

(Utpt. Here, here,, here they are. Governor : 
What, feize upon my (hip ! 
Come, boys, fall on— • 

[Advamcimg/irfif Oroonoko kills bim% 

Oro. 'Thou art fallen indeed ; 
Thy own blood be upon thee. 

Gov. Reft it there. 
He diddeferve his death.. * Take him away.^ 

[Tin Mj nmv'il^ 
Yon (ee. Sir, you and tho(e miftaken men 
Mud be our witnedes, we do not come 
At enemies, and thirilin? for your bloods 
If wc defir'd your ruin, uieYevenge 
Of our companion's death had pufh'dit on*. 
But that we qverlook, in a regard 
To common fafety, and the public good; 
. Oro. Regard that public good ;: draw ofyonr meoy. 
And leave us to our fortune : We're rcfolvM. 

Gov. RefolvM ! on what ? youf refolutions 
Are broken^ oyertum'd, prevented, loft : 

* What fortune now can yon ndfe out of 'em> 

* Nay, grant we (liould draw o(F, what can yoa da? 

* Where can you move ? What more ca» you refolve-f 

* Unlefs it be to throw yourfelvcs away.* . 
Famine muft eat you up,, if yoo go on*. 

. You fee our numbers could with eaie compel 
What we requeft : And what do we requeft ^ 
Only to (ave yoorfelveSk 

\The ivomen with fbeir MUh^B gathtHng ai$ut tbi mm. 
Oro. I'll hear no mote* 

*■ Women. Hear him, hcv him, lie tikes no care of at.* 
Cov.. T^tliQiir iio«f wn»i^^hm Hft bHa MHc'd 

Aa4 
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And lod awity» to sdl, and ev*iy oae^ 
Wc ofFer a fail pardon— 

On. Then fell on, [Preparing t$ ^gagu. 

Gov. Lay hold apon't, before it be too bte, 
]|ardon and mercy* 

{fbi *wotM$tt dinging atoutihe memt tbwyhavi OK>onolQ9,^ 
and fall upon thiirfatis^ trying ontfor pardon. 

Slaves, Pardon» mercy, pardon. 

Oko. Let them go all.. Now* Governor^ I fees, 
I.t)wn the folly of my enterpriie,. 
The raihnefr of thi$ action; and mnftblufii,. 
Quite through this veil of night, a whitety fhaxaCf, 
To think I. could deiign to make thofe free. 
Who were by nature flaves ; wretches deiign'd 
To be their mafters' dogs, and lick, their feeti 

* Whip, whip 'em to the knowledge of your godsy, 

* Your Chriftian gods, who fufFer you to be 

* Unjuft, diihoneft, cowardly, and bafe :. 

* And give 'em your excafe for being fo.* 

I; would not live on the fame earth with creatares,. 
That only have the feces of- their kind :. 
Why fhould they look hkt men, who are not fo ?? 
When they put off their noble natures, for 
The grov'ling qualities of downcaft beafts, 

* J wifh: they had their tail$. 

• Jbo. Then we fhould know *em.* 

Ore. We were too few before for vi^ory« . 
We're ftill enQW. to die* [Tei Imoipda «W Aboank. 

Emer Blandlbrd.. 

Gov* Live, Royal Sir : 
I^ve» apd be happy long on your own terms; . 
Only confept to yield, and yoR Oiall have 
What terms you can proppfe for you and yonrs* 

Ore. Coi^fent to yield V (halt I betray myfelf ? 

* Gov.: Ali^ ! -wercannot fear that yoar fmall force, 

* The force of two, ^ with a weak wpoian's arnu» 
' Should, conquer Qs.. I.fpeak, in the regard 

' And honour of your worth,, in my defire 
^ ' And ibrwardittft to ifrve A great a man. 
' I l^iaU MOi, k^veit lit ^p^ vy ikoHgktH 

*T4aL 
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^ That I was the occafion of th« fall 
^ Of fuch a prince« wbofe courage^ carried on 
^ In a more noble caufe» would well deferve 
*■ The empire of the world, 

* Oro, Vou can fpeak. fair. 

* Gov. Yoor undertaking » tho' ic would have brOttgKt* 
^ So great a lofs to u$, we mull all fay 

*- Was generous, and noble ; and ftiall be 

« Regarded only a3 the fire of youth, 

*' That will break out fometimes in gallant fouU y 

^ We'll think it but the natural tmpolfe^. 

« A ra(h imjjatiencc of liberty : 

•• No otherwife, , 

* On. Think it what you will, 

« I was not born to render an account 
«• Of what I do, to any but myfeLf.* 

[Bland. fMus firwartf* 
Biatul. Vm glad yon have proceeded by fair means*, 

\Tc the Governor^. 
Xcame to be a mediator. 
, Gov. Try what you can work upon him. 
Oro. Are you come againd me too? 
. Bland. Ijs this to come againft you ? 

[Ogermg hitfwcrd t9 Orooaoko* 
XJnarmM to put myfelf into your hands f 
I come, I: hope, to ferve you. 

Oro. You have fcrv'd me; 
I thank you for't :. And I am pleas'd to think 
You were my friend, while I had «eed of one : 
But now 'tis paft ; this farewel» and be zone. 

\Embrue4$ him 
Bland. It is not pad, and I muft (erve yon ftill. 
*• I would make up thefe breaches whidi the fv/Qi:d. 
** Will widen more, and dofe us all in love.*. 

Oro. I know what Irhave done, and I ihoo|i4 b^. 
A child to think they ever can £»rgive. 
Forgive I were there but that, J woijiU not line 
To be forgiven : Is tbere^a Power on ^rtl^ 
That I can'ever need fbigixenefi ^K(m ^ . 
Bland. You (ha'noit neeifi it« 
fitef. No, I wo^notnecdlt, . 
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Bland. Y6a fee he o&rs you )roar owa conditioRS>, ' 
Per you and yours. 

Oro» Mud I capitulate ? 
Frecarioufly compound^ oq ftxnted tei5ms>, 
To fave my life ? . 

Bland* Sir, he ioipofes none. 
You make 'em for your own fecurity. 

* If your great heart cannot defccnd to treaty 

* In adverfe fortune, with an enemy, 

• Yet fure your honour's fafe, you may accept 

• Ofiers of peace and fafety from a friend.* 

Gvu^ He will rely on what you fay to him. [7'^ Bland*. 
Offer him what you can ; I will confirm 
And make all good : Be you my pledge of truft. 

Bland* I'll anfwer with my life for all he fays. 

Gtfv. Ay, da, and pay the forfeitif yon pleafe. {AJtde^ 

Bland*. Confider, Sir, can you confent to throw 
That bleffine from you \ you fo hardly found, [-C^Imo* 
And ^ miicA valu'd once ?. / 

Oro* Imoindai Oh! 
^Tis ihe that holds me on this argument 
Of tedious life: I could refolve it lbon», 
Were this curd being only in debate* 
Bot my Iwmnda ibuggles in my ibul : 
She makes a coward of me, I confefs : 
I am afraid to part with her in death ; 
And more afraid of life to lofe her here. 

Bhnd* This way you mud lo(e her : Think oponi 
The weakn^fs of ho* iex, made yet more weak 
With her condition, requiring reft, ; 

And ibft indulging eafe, tq nurfe your hope. 
And make you a glad ^ther. 

Oro* There I feel 
A father's fohdnefs, and a hufband's love. 
They feize upon my heart, ftrain all its ibing»> 
To pull m^ to 'em froni;my ftem refolve* 
Hufband' and father I all the melting art 
Of eloquence lives in thofe (bft'ning names* 
Methinks I fee the babe, with infant handsj. 
Kleading fiur life» and beggbg to be bern^ 

• Shaa: 
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* Shall I forbid its birth ; deny him light ? 

* The heavenly comforts of all-chearing light I 

* And matkC the womb the dungeon of his death ? 
^ His bleeding mother his fad monument ? ' 
Thefe are the calid of nature, that call loud-; 
They will.be heard^ and conquer in their cauie:: ^ 
He mufi. not be a< man who can refill 'em*. 

N09 my Imoinda / I will venture all 
Tafave thee, and that little innocent: 
The world may be a better friend to him 
Than I have found it*. Now I yield myfelf : . 

[Gives up bis /word.. 
The Condi's paft, and we are in your hands* 

[^Several mt» get aboui Oroonoko ami Aboan,. 
anJ ftize them. 
G^^ So yon (ball find yourare*. Difpofe of them 
Ai I commanded you* 
Bland. Good Heav'n forbid I you cannot mean-^— *^ 
Gov* This is not your concern. 

\To Blandfonl,,iuii&0^«f//o Oroonoko. 
I mnft take care of you.. \To. Imoinda*. 

i5wa. I'matthecnd. 
Of all my care : Here will Idle with him. \HMingQx<^. 
Oro. You fhall not force her from me. \Hi boUs ber^. 
Gov. Then I mvxft. [Tbey fnxe ber.from binu. 

Try other means*, and conquer force by force : 
Break, cut off hi^ hold, bring her away..' 
Imo. I danet afk to live, kill me but here.. 
Oro, Q bloody dogs I inhuman murderers !' 

[IrooindayorfV out ofono door fy tbe Governor aitd 
otbers. Oroonoko atid Aboan burried out of an^ 
other. * [Exiuot. 

■ I ■■ ■ ' ■ i H ■■■ i ' 'i m il I I II * i -, 

. ACT V;. 

Eitter Stanmore, Lucy, and Chartette.. 

f" Stall: ^^nOIS-firange we cannot hear of him : Can.v 
Jj^ * no-bSdy ^ve an account of him ? 
^ late* Nay» I begin to deffsilr ;. I giveliiin for gsme. 
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* Stan. Not fo, I hope. 

^ L»r. There are fo many difturbances in this deviGfii 
« country ! Would we had never feeo it ! 

< Stan, This is bat a cold welcooEie for you, Madain« 
« after fo troublefome a voyage. 

* Char. A cold welcome indeed, Sir, without my 

* coufin TTel^rt : He was the beft friend I had tn^ the 
« world. 

* Stan, He was a very good friend of yours, indeed, 

< Madam. 

* Luc. They have made him away, murderM htm 
« for his money, I believe ; he took a confiderable fum 

< out with him, I know that has been his ruin. 

< Stan, That has ^one him no injury, to my know* 
' ledge : for this morning he put into my cudody what 

* you fpeak of, I fuppofe — a thoufand pounds for the 

* ufe of this lady. 

' Char. I was always oblig'd to him; and he has 

* (hewn his care of roe, in pkcing my little affairs in 

* fuch honourable hands. 

< Stafif He gave me a particular charge of yon, Ma- 

* dam, very particular, fo particular, that you will be 

* iurpriz'd when I tell you. 

*€har. What, pray. Sir? 

* Stam I am engag'd to get you a hufband ; I .pro-^ 
<'mifed that before 1 faw you ; and, now I jiave feea 
*" you, you muft give me leave to offer you myfdf* 

* Luc. Nay, couiin, never be coy upon the matter; 

* to my knowledge, my brodicralways defign^d you 

* for this genilemati. 

* S/an. You hear^ Madam, he has given me his in- 

* tereft, and 'tis the favour I would have begg'd of: 
«Jiim. Lord 1 you are fo like him-— — 

< Char. That you ^e oblig'd to (ay you like me for 
« his fake. 

' Sfau. 1 fholild he glad to l6ve you for your own.* 
Char. If I ihould confent to the &nt tbingScyou can 

^y to me,, how would you look at laft^.to fiqd 'cm 

dirown away on an old acquaintance ? 
fyan. . An old nc^JiAdn tance ! 
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Char. Lordt how eafify a» you men to be impot^d 
upon 1 I am no coufin newly arriv'd from SMpMsf^ 
not I ; but the very Weldon you wot oU 

SMn. WtUon! 

Char. Not murder'd, nor made away> as my fifter 
would have yoo believe ; but am in very good healthy 
your old friend in breechei that was> and now your 
fiumble fervknt in oetticoats^ 

Stan, I am glad we have you again. Bat what fer- 
vioe can you do me in petticoats, pray ? 

Char. Can't you tell what? 

Stan.^ Not I» by my troth : I have found my friend 
and loft my miftrefs, it feems,. which I did not cxpedt 
from your petticoats. 

CJbar. Come, come, you have had a friend of your 
siiftrefs long enough ; 'tis high time now to have a. 
jdiiftrefs of youi* friend. 
, Stan.. What do you fay > 

C&tfr* I am' a woman. Sir. 

Sam, A woman 1 
. Char. As arrant a woman as yos would have had m# 
but now>. I a/Ture you. 

Stam.' And at my fervice? 

Char, If you have any for me in petticoats. 

Stan. Yes, yes, I ihall find you employment. 

* Char. You wonder at my pipceeding, I believe. 

* Sum. 'Tis a little extracH-dinary, indeed. 

* Char. I have taken forae pains to come into yout 
^ favour. 

* Stan. You might have had it cheapen a great deaU ■ 

* Char. I might have married you in the pcrfon of 
* my Englifi coufin, but could not confent to cheat 
^ you, even in the diiog I had a mind to. 

* Stan. 'Twas done as you do. every thing.' 

Char. I need not tell you, i made that little plot, 
and carry 'd it on only for this opportunity., I was refotv'd 
to fee whether you lik'd me as a woman, or not : If I 
bad found you indiiFerent, I would have endeavoured to. 
have been fo too : But you fay you like me^ and tbei«^ 
fcr< I ^ave ven(i]|-'d to difcover the truths 
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^Stan. Like you ! I like yoQ To well, that I am afiraid 
you won't thimc marriage a proof on^t:^ Shall I ^v* 
yon any other? 

Char. No, no, I'm luclinM to believe you, andtliat 
fliall convince me. At more leifure I'll^fatisfy you hovr 
I came to be in man*8 cloaths ; for no ill, I afiure youi 
tho' I have happened to play the rogue in 'em. • They 

• have affiled me in marrying my fil^^r, and have gone a 

• great way in befriending your coafin JacA with the Wi- 

• dow. Can you forgive me for pimping for your family f* 

Enter Jack Stanmore. 

Stan, So, yacif what news with you f 

y, Stan. I am the forepart of the Widow you know; 
file's coming after with the body of the family^ the 
young 'fquire in her hand, my fon-in-law that is to be^^ 
with the help of Mr. JFeUon* 

Char, Say yoo fo. Sir ? [Clapping Jack upon the hach^ 
Enter Widow Lackitt *vuitb her fan Daniek 
, Wid. So, Mrs. Lucy^ I have brought him about 
again ; I have chaftis^d him, I have made him as (upple 
as a glove for your wearing, to pull on, or throw off, 
at your pleafure. Will you ever rebel again? witt 
you, ^rrah ? But come, come> down on your niarrow- 
bones> and a(k her forgivenefs. [Daniel knteU.\ Say 
after me: Pray forfootn wife. 

Z>ii». Pray forfooth wife. 

Luc. Well, well, this is a day of good-nature, and 
fo I take you into favour : But firft take the oath of 
allegiance ; \He kijfes her band^ and n/es,] If ever you 
do fo again— Jtf . 

Dan, Nay, marry if I do, I (hall have the worft on't, 

Luc. Here's a ftranger, forfooth, would be glad to. 
be Jcnown to you, a fifter of mine, pray falute her. . 

IS/arts at Charlotte.. 

ITid. Your fifter, Mrs. Lucy / What do you mean ? 
This is your brother, Mr. Weldon z Do you think I do 
not know Mr. fFeldon f 

Luc^ Have a care what you fay : This Gentleman*^ 
about marrying her : You may fpoil all. 

I^id, Fiddle, faddle ; what ! You would put a trick 
vpoamr. 

Cka$^ 
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€hmr. No faith. Widow, the trick is over; it has 
laken fufficiently ; and now 1 will teach you the trick, 
to prevent your being cheated another time. 
' ^/V. How ! cheated, Mr. fFeUtm / 

CAtfr., Why, aye, you will always take thinjp^s. by the 
wrong handle : I fee you will have me Mr. ITMn : I 
grant you I was Mr. freUofi a little while to pleafe you 
or Co : But Mr. Siammon here, has perfuaded me into a 
woman again, 

fTiii. A woman ! pray let me fpeak with you [Draw*' 
fftg bir afi4$.'\ You are not in earneft, X hope ? a wo- 
man! 

Char. Really a woman. 
^ Wid* Gads my life 1 I could not be cheated in ^"^^1^ 
thing : I know a man from a woman at thefe years, or 
the devil is in't. Pray, did not you marry me \ 

Cbmr^ You would have it fo. 

Wtd» And did not 1 give you a thoufand pounds this 
morning ? 

Char, Yes, indeed, 'twas more than I deferv*d : Bat 
yoo had your penny-worth for your penny^ 1 fuppofe? 
You ieem'd to be pleased with your bargain. 

Wid* A. rare bargainr I have made on't trul^! I have 
kid out my money to a fine purpofe upon a woman. 

Char. You would have a hulband, and I provided 
for you as well as I could. 

Wid, Yes, yes, you have provided for me. 

Char* And you have paid me very well for't; I thank 
you. 

JVid. *Tis very well : I may be with child too, fof 
aught I know, and may go look for the father. 

Cbar, Nay, if you think fo, 'tis* time to look about 
you, indeed. ' Ev'n make up the matter as well as yo6 
* can, I advife you as a friend, and let us live neigh- 
' hourly and lovingly together. 

« IVid. I have nothing elfe for ft that I know of now.* 

X^bar* For my part, Mrs. Lackitt^ your thouiand 
pounds will engage me not to laugh at you. Then 
my iilUr is marry'd to your fon ; he is to have half your 
efiate, I know ; and indeed they may live upob it very 
comfortably to themfelves, and very prediubly to you.. 

Wid^ 
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H^. Nay, I can blame no body bat nyielf. 

Char. Yoa have enough for a hufband ftill, an4 ^SM 
yon may beftow apon honeft Jack SioMmert^ 

H^td. Is he the man then ? 

Char. He is the man you are obltg'd to. 

J. Stam. Yes faith. Widow, I am the man : I have 
done ^ly by you, you find ; you know what you have 
to truft to before hand. 

Wid. \^e]], well, I fee you will have me» ev*n marry 
me, and make an end of the bufmefs. 

hmn. Why that^s well iaid, now we are all agreed, 
and all well provided for. 

Enter a/ervantto Stanmore. 

Sernf, Sir, Mr. BlatiJfini 6t^re% you to come to him» 
and bring as many of your friends as yoa can with yoa. 

Stan. I come to him. You (hall all go along with 
me. Come, young Gentleman, marriage is the tafliioD^ 
yoa fee, you mufl like it now. 

Dan. If I don't, how ihall I help .myfelf ? ^ - 

Luc, Nay, you may hang yoiirfelf in the nooie, if yoa 
pleaie, but ypaMl never get out on*t with ftraggling. 

Dan, Come then, let's e'en jog on in the ^d road«^ 
Cuckold, or worfe, I muft now be contented :• 
I'm not the firft has marry'd and repented. . \^Ex§uni* 

Enttr Governor, lAfitb Blandford and Planters. 

Bland. Have you nO reverence of future fame ? 
No awe upon your afUons, from the tongues. 
The cens'ring tongues of men, that will be free ? . 

* If you con fefs humanity, believe 

* There is a God, or devil, to reward 

* Our doings here ; do not provoke your fate. 

* The hand of Heav'n is arm'd againft thefe crimes, 

* With hotter thunderbolts^ prepared to (hoot, 

* And nail you to the earth, a fad example ; 

* A monument of faithlefs infamy.' 

Enter Stanmore, J, Stanmore, Charlotte, Lucy, 
Widow, «W Daniel. 
So, Stanmore^ you, I know, the women too. 
Will join with me : Tis Qrowoko^ cauie, 

A lovet^ 
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A lover's cauie, a wretched woman's caufe, 

That will become your interceffion. \T9 tht Women. 

\ft Plani. Never mind 'em. Governor ; he ought to 
be made an example for the good of the plantation. 

zd Plant. Ay, ay, 'twill fnghten the negroes from 
attempting the like ag^. 

\ftFlanu What, nfe againft their lords andmafteri! 
at this rate np man is fafe from his own flaves. , 

zd Plgut. No, no more he is. Therefore, one and 
all. Governor, we declare for hanging. 

Omn. Plant. Ay, ay, hang him, hang him. 

IFid. What! hanjr him > O forbid it. Governor. 

Char, ' Luc. We all petition for him. 

y. Stans They arc for a holiday ; guilty, or not, it 
not thb bufinefs, hanging is their fport. 

Bland. We are not fure, fo wretched, to have thefe, 
Th« labble, judge for us : The hanging creud. 
The arbitrary guard of Fortune's power. 
Who wait to catch the fentence of her frowns. 
And harry all to ruin (he condemns. 

Stan, So far from farther wrong, that 'tis a fhame 
He fliould be where he is. Qopd Qovernor« 
Order his liberty : He yielded up 
Himfelf, his all, at your difcretion. 

Bland, Difcretion ! no, he yielded on your word ; 
And I am made the cautionary pledjre. 
The gage and hoftage of your Keeping ft. 
Remember, Sir, he yielded on your word ; 
Your word ! which honell men will think (houjd be 
The laft refort of truth, and truft on earth : 
There's no appeal beyond it but to Heav'n : 

* An oath is a recognizance to Heav'n, 
< Binding us over in the courts above, 

* To plead to the indictment of our crimes^ 

* That thofe who Ycape this world ihould fufFer thcie. 

* But in the common intercourfe of meo, 

* (Where the dread Majefty is not invok'd, 

* His honour not immediately concern'd, 

* Not made a party in our intereftf ), 

* Our word is all to be rely'd upon.' 

ITid. 
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WiJ, Comey €ome> you'll be as good as your word, 
we know. . ^ • . ' 

Stan. Hc*s out'of all power o£ doing any harm now, 
if he were difpoied to k. 

Char* But ne is not difpofed to it* 

Btand, To keep him where iie is, will make Him feoQ 
Find out fome defperate way tp liberty : 
He'll kan^ himfelf, or da(h out his mad brains. 

Char. Pray try him by gentle means : We'll all be 
fureties for him. 

Omn. All, all. ** 

• Luc* We vyill all anfwer for him now.* 

Gon). Well, you will have it fo, do what you pleafe, 
jufl what you will with him, I give you leave. 

{Exiti 

Bland* We thank you. Sir ; this way, pray come with 
me. [ExeuMtm 

The SCENE dra*u'n Jhe^vs Oroonoko ufcn his iaci, bis 
legs and arms Jir etched out^ and chained to the ground. 

Enter Biandford,^StaRmore, isfx. 

Bland. O miferable fight ! help every one, 
Affift me all to free him from his chains. 

[Thfy "help him up and bring him forytardy looking donun*. 
Mod injur'd prince ! how ihall we clear ourfelves \ 
y We cannot hoj^e yoa will vouchfafe to hear. 
Or credit what we fay in the defence 
And caufe of our fufpedted innocence. 

Stan, We are not guilty of your injuries. 
No way confenting to 'em ; but abhor. 
Abominate, and loath this cruelty. 

* Bland. It is our curfe, but make it not our crime j 

< A heavy curfe upon us, that we muft 

« Share any thing in common, ev'n the light, 

< The elements and feafons, with fuch Jnen, 

* Whofe principles, like the fam'd dragons teeth^ 
« Scattered and fown, would ihoot a barveft up 

* Of fighting mifchiefs. to confound thenfelves, 

* And ruin all about 'em. 
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* Stan. Profligates I 

* Whofe bold fit anion impiety 

* Would once again pollute their mother earth, 

' Force her to teem with her old menftroas brood 

* Of giants, and forget the race of men. 

* Blami, We arc not fo : Believe us innocent, 

* We come preparM with all our fcrvices, 

* To offer a rcdrefs of your bafe wrongs. 
*, Which way fliall we employ *em ? 

* Stan. Tell us, Sir? 

' If there is any thing that can atone ? 

' Bat nothing can : that may be ibme amends' « 

Oro. If you would have me think you are not all 
Confederates^ all acceifary to 
The bafe injuflice of your Governor ; 
If you would have me live, as you appear 
CohcernM for me ; if you would have me live 
To thank, and blefs you, there is yet a way 
To tie me ever to your honeft love ; 
Bring my Imoinda to me ; give me her. 
To charm my ibrrows, and, if poffible, 
I'll fit down with my wrongs, n^ver to rife 
i^gainft my fate, or think of vengeance more. 

Blandi Be fatisfyM, you may depend upon us, 
We'll bring her fafe to you, and fuddenly. 

Cbar. We will not leave you in fo good a work* 

1Vid4 No,^ no, we'll go with you, 

BJandi In the mean time 
Endeavour to forget, Sir^ and forgive; 
And hope a better fortune. [ExtuiU* 

Oroonoko alone, ' 

Oru Torget ! forgive ! I muft indeed forget 
When I forgive : But while I am a man, 
Inneih, that bears the living marks of iharo^. 
The print of his di(honourable' chains. 
My memory (till Tt>ufing up my wrongs^ 
I never can forgive this Governor, 
This villain ; £e diigrace of truft, and plaoet 
And juft contempt of delegated power. 
What ihaU I do ? If I decUre myfelf, 

I know 
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I know him* he will fneak behind his goard 

Of followers, and brare me in hit fears* 

Elk, lion-like« with my devouring rage* 

I would ra(h on hiniy fatten on his throat. 

Tear a wide paflage to his treacherous heart. 

And that way lay mm open to die world, [PaujUtg^ 

If I (hould turn^his Chriftian arts on him, 

Promife him, fpeak him fair, flatter and creep 

With fawning fle^s, to get within his faith, 

I could betray him then, as he has me* 

But am I fure* by that to right myfelf ? 

Lying's a certain mark of cowardice : 

And, when the tongue forgets its honefly. 

The heart and hand may drop their funAions too, 

And^ nothing worthy be pefolv'd or done. 

* The man muft go together, bad, or good : 

« In one part frail, he foon grows weak in all, 
« Honour ihould be concem'd in honour's caule, 

* That is not to be cur'd by contraries, 

^ As bodies are, whofe health is often drawn 

^ From ranked poiibns.' Let me but find out 

An honed remedy, I have the hand, 

A minifl'ung hand, that will apply it home. ' [£;nV» 

SCENE, ne Governor'/ Hofffi. 
Enter Governor. 

Go'u, I would not have her tell me, (he confents | 
In favour of the fex*s modefty. 
That ftill ihould be prefum'd ; becaufe there is 
A greater impudence in owning it. 
Than in allowing all that we can do. 

* This truth I know, and yet againft myfelf 

* (So unaccountable are lovers ways) 
< I talk, and lofe the opportunities, 

« Which love, and flie, cxpeAs I Aould employ* 

* Ev*n (he expefts : ' For when a man has faid 
All that is fit, to lave the decency. 

The women know the reft i% to be done. 
I wo*not difappoii^t her. fO^/»/» 

Enier 
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tfiter Blandford, the Stanmores, Daniel^ Mrs. 

Lackitt, Charlotte, ami Lucy. 
IT/V, O Governor ! I'm glad we've lie upon you. 
€o<v. Why! what*s the matter I 
Cbar, Nay, nothing extraordinary. Bat one gooa 
^6lion draws on another. Yoa have given the prince 
his freedom : now we come a begging for hit wife i 
_you won't refufe us. - 

Gov. Refbfe you ! No^ no, what have I to do to 
trefufe yon ? 

Iftd. You won't refufe to fend hor to him, (he 
imeant. 

Co-u, I fend her to htm ! 
ITiif. We have promis'd him to bring het. 
Gov, You do \ery well ; 'tis kindly done of you^ 
Sv'n carry her to him, with all my hpart, 
Luc. You mud tell_ us where (he fs. 
Gov. I tell you 1 why, don't you know ? 
Blaad. Vour iervatit fays (he^s in the houfe. 
Gov, No, no, I brought her home at fird, indeed i 
^ut I thought it would not look well to keep her here^' 
i rehiov'd her in the hurry only to take care of her. 
^hat ! fhe belongs to you : I have nothing to do with 
^ler. 

C^ar^ Btxt where is (hie now, fir? 
Gov. Why, faith, I can't fay certainly : you'll heatr 
t)f her at Patbam houfe, I fuppofe : there or there- 
abouts : I think I feilt her there. 

Bland. ^^ have an eye on him' \,4fi^^ 

[Exiunt all but tbe GovernoK 
Gov. 1 have ly'd myfelf into a little timc» 
And muft employ it: • they'll be here again 4 
* But I muft be before 'em.' 

[Goiug out, he meets Imoinda, andfeizes bef\ 
Are yciu come ? ^ 

1*11 courrno longer for a happineft 
That is in my own keeping: you may ftill 
iRefufe to grant', fo I have power to take. 
The man dial afks deferves to be deny'd. 
[She, di/engages one hand^ and draws bis fviord from hh 
fide upon him: Govermr flarts and Htiresi Blandford 
4nt§n behind bim. D i«ia. 
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//»9* He does indeed, that afks unworthily. 

Bland, You hear her, £iu that^iks unworthily. 

G«v. Voo arc r.o judge. 

Bland. I am of my own flave. 

Gcu* Be gone and leaA% us. 

Bland When you let her go. 

Gcv. To fallen upon you. 

Bland. I mud defend myfelf. 

Imo. Help, murder, help ! 
[Imoinda retreats towards the door^ fanfour^d hy Bland- 
ford; ^tn they are clo/ed^ Jhe tbro*ws doivn the 

fmcordy and runs out. Go'vemor takes up bis fu^ord^ 

they fight y (loje^ and fall , Blandford upon him. Sir" 

njantsentery and part them, 

Go<u* She (ha not 'fcape me fo. I* ve gone too far. 
Not to go farther. Curfe on my delay : 
Buc yet (he !.«, and (hall be in my power. 

Bland. Nsiy, then it 15 the war of honefty ; 
I know you, and will fa ve you from yourfelf. 

Cp<v, All come along with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE the lafl. \ 

Enter Oroonoko. 

Oro, To honour bound ! and yet a- flave to love ! 
I am diftraded by their rival powers. 
And both will be obey'd. O gjreat revenge ! 
Thou raifer and reftorer of falrn fame ! 
Let me not be unworthy of thy aid. 
For flopping in thy courfe : I ftill am thine; • 
- But can't forget I am Imoinda\ too. 
She calls me from my wrongs to re(cue her. 
No man condemn nie, who has never. felt 
A woman's power, or try'd the force of love : 

* All tempers yield and foften in thofe fires ; 

* Our honours, intereih refolving doivn, 
« Run in the gentle current of our joys ; 

* But not to fink, and drown our memory; 
< We mount again to aflion, like the fun, 

« That.rifes from the bofom of the fea, 

• To 
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* To run his glorious i ace of light a-new, 

* And carry on iHe world.* Love, love will be 
My firft ambition, and my fame the next. 

Eater AboSLtk hloodj,^ 
My eyes are tarn'd againft me and combine 
With my fworn enemies, to reprefent 
This fpedlaclc of horror. Aboan ! ^ 

* My ever faithful friend !' 
Abb. I have no name 

' That can dillingufh me from the vile earth. 
To which I*m going : a f oor abje^ worm. 
That crawl'd awhile upon the buftling world» 
And now am trampled to my dud again. 

Oro, I fee thee ga(h'd and mangled. 

Abo, Spare my Hiame. 
To tell how ihey have us'd me : but believe 
The hangman's hand would have been merciful. 
Do not you fcorn me, fir, to think I can 
Intend lo live under Ihls infamy. 
J do not come for pity, to complain. 
I've fpent an honourable life with you. 
The earlicft fervant of your riling fame, 
And would attend it with my lateil care : 
My life was yours, and fo fhall b^ my death* 
You muft not live. 

Bending and finking, I have dragg'd my (leps 
Thus far to tell you that you cannot live : 
To warn you of thofe ignominious wrongs. 
Whips, rods, and all the inftruments of deach^ 
Which I have felt, and are prepair'd for you. 
/ This was the duty that I had to pay. 
Tis done, and now I beg to be difcharg'd. 

6ro, What fhall I do for thee? \ 

Abo, My body tires. 
And wo'not bear me off to liberty : 
I (hall again be taken, made a flave. 
A fword, a dagger yet would refcue me. ^ 
I have not ftrcngth to go and find out death, 
yoii muft direft him to me. 

Qro. H^v^ he is, [Gives him a dagger, 

D 2 The 
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The only prefent I can make thee now : 
And> next the honourable means of life; 
I would beftow th^ boi^ means of death. 

Abo^ I cannot fta^ to thank yon. If there Is 
K being after this, I (hall be yours 
In the next worlds your ^ithful flave again. 
This is to try. \Stabi hint/elf. "] I had a living fenie 
Of all your royal favours^, but thb lad 
Strikes through my heart. \ wQ*not 6y faiewel, 
For you mnfl follow me. [/)«>/.. 

Oro, In life and death. 
The guardian of my honour \ Follbw thee ! 
I (hould^have gone before thee: then perhaps 
Thy fate had been prevented. All his care 
Was to preferve me from the barbarous rage 
That worry'd him, only for being mine. 
Why,^why, yoM Gods ! why ami fo accus'd> 
That it mud be a reafon of your wrath^ 
A guilt, a cfime fufficient to the fate 
Qi any one> but to belong to me ? 
My friend has found it out, and my wife will (bon : 
My wife ! the very fear's too much for life. v 

I can't fupport it. Where ? Imoinda ! Oh ! 

)\Going outyjbe meets b'tmy running into his arms., 
om. foftnefs ! Down of all my cares! 
1 could recline my thoughts upon this bread 
To a foreetfulnefs of alf my griefs. 
And yet DC happy : but it wo'not be. 
Thou art diforder'd, pale^ and out of breath ! 
If fate purfues thee, find a dielter here. 
What is it thou would'd tell me? 

Imo, 'Tis in vain to call him villain. 

Oro, Call hini Governor : is it not fo? 

lmo» There's not another fure. 

Oro. Villain's the common name of mankind here» 
But his mod properly. What! what of him ? 
I fear to be refolv'd, and inud enquire. 
He had thee in his power. 

Jmo, I blud) to think it. 

Ore. Bludi! to think what? 

' Into. 
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Into. That r was in his power. ' 

Oro. He cou'd not ufe it ? . 

Imo. What can't fuch men do ? 

Oro. But did he, durft he ? 

Imo, What he cou'd» he dar*d. 

Oro. His own Gods damn him thenf For ours have 
none, ♦ 

No punifhment for fuch unheard of crime. 

Imo. This monflrer, cunning in his flatteries, 
When he had weary 'd ali his ufelefs arts, 
Leap'd out, fierce as a beaft of prey, to fcizc me. 
I trembled, fear'd. 

0>o, I fear and tremble now. 
What could preferve thee? What deliver thee? 

Jmo. That worthy man^you us'd to call, your friend* 

Qro. Blandford? 

Imp, Came in, and favM me from his rage. 

Oro, He was a friend indeed, to refcue thee I 
And, for his fake, Til think it poffible 
A Chriftian may be yet an honell man. 

Imo, O did you know what I have ftrugglcd thro'^ 
To fave me yours, fure you would promife me 
Never to fee me forc'd from you again.. 

Oro» To promife thee ! O ! do I need to pronaife/ 
But there is now no farther ufe of words^ 
Death is fecuriiy for all our fears. 

[Shews Aboan's io^y on tbt floor* 
And yet I cannot truft him.. 

Imo', Ahoan ! ■ ' . 

Oro, Mangled and torn, rcfolv'dto give x^e time - 
To fit myfelf for what I muft expedl,. 
Groan'd out a warning to me, and expii'd. . 

Imo, For what you muft expe£i ? 

Oro, Would that were all] . 

Imo. What to be butcher'd .thus — -^ 

iJ'o, Juilasthou^feeft. . 

Imo. By barbarous hands to fall atvlaft their prey ? • 
Oro, I have lun the jace .with honour; ihall i now 
L^g, and be overtaken at the goal? 
Imp. No. *: 

D: 3 ' Org. 
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Ore. I muft look back to thee. [TtHdetfy^. 

Imo. Yoa (ha'not Deed. 
\ am always prefent to your purpofe, fty, 
Which way woul4 you difpoie me? 

* Or^, Have a care. 

* Thou'rt on a precipice, and doft not fee 

< Whither that queftion leads thee. O ! too foon. 

* Thoa doft enquire what the afiembled Gods 

* Have not determin'd. and will lateft doom. 

* Yet this I know of fate, this is moft certain, 

* I cannot, as 1 would, diipofe of thee; 

* And, as I ought, I dare not. O Im^nda! 

* Imo. Alas! that figh ! why do you tremble fo !: 

* Nay, then 'tis bad indeed, if you can weep. 

* Oro. My heart runs over, if my guding eyes 

* Betray a weaknefs which they never Tcnew. 

* Believe, thou only, thou couldft caufe thefe tears : 

* The Cods themfelves confpire with faithl.cfs men 
*• To our deflruftion. . 

* Imo. H^eav'n and earth our foes ! 

^ Or^.. It is not always granted to the great 
•' To be moft happy : if the angry pow'rs 

* Repent their favours, iet 'em take *em back : 

'- The hopes of empire, which they gave my youths 
•^ By making me a prince, I here refign. 

* Let 'em quench in me all thofe^glorious fires, 

* Which kindled at their beams: that lull of famc,^ 

* That fever of ambition, reftlefs ftill, 

. *- And burning with the facred thirft of fway, 

* Which they infpir'd, to qualify TO^ fate, 
' And makes me 'tie to govern under them,. 
' Let 'em excinguifh. I fubmit myfelf 

* To their high pleafare, and devoted bow 

* Yet lower, to continue ftill a (lave; 

* Hopclefs of liberty; and, ifl could- 

« Live after it, would give up honour too, 
' Xofa^isfy their vengeance, to avert 

< This only curfe, the curfe of lofing thee, 

*/w0. If Heay'n could be appeas'd, thefe cruel 
• men 

•Ate 
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•^ Arc not to be in treated or bcliev'd : 

^ O 1 think on that, and be no more deceiv'd, 

* Oro, What can we do ? 

* Ime, Can I do any thing? 

* Oro. But we were bom to fuficr. 
' Imo, Suffer both, 

^ Both die, and fb prevent 'em. 

* Oro. By thy death 1 

^ O ! let me hunt my travelled thoaghtt ag^ ; 

* Range the wide wafte of defolate defpair ; 

* Start any hope. Alas ! 1 lofe rayfelf, 

' 'Tis pathlefs^ dark, ctnd barren all to me. 

* Thou art my only guide, my light of life, 

^ And thou art leaving me : Send out thy beaois 

* Upon the wing ; let *em fly all around, 

* Difcover every way : Is there a dawn, 

* A glimmering of comfort ? The great God, 

* That rifes on the world, muft Ihine on us. 

* Lno, And fee us fet before him. 

* Oro. Thou befpcak'ft, 

* And goeft before me. 

* Imo. So I would in love, ^ 

* In the dear unfnfpcded part of life, 

* In death for love. Alas ! what hopes for me^ 

* I was preferv*d bat to acquit myfelf> 
« To beg to die with you. 

« Oro. And can'ft thou alk it? 
< I n^ver durll enquire mto mvielf 
^ About thy fate, and thou refolv'ftit all. 

* Imo. Alas ! my lord 1 my fate's refolv'd in youfK 

* Oro. O ! keep thee there : Let not thy virtue (brink 
^ From my fupport« , and I will gather ftrength» . 

* Faft as I can, to tell thee.— — 

* Imo.. I muft die : . 

* 1 know 'tis fit, and I can die with you. 

, < Oro. O ! thou haft banifh'd.hence a thoufacd fear», 

* Which ficken'd at my heart, and^quite unmann'd me« 

< Imo, Your fears for me ; I know you fear my ftrengtli» . 
'And could not overcome your tendernefs, 
f Topa6thi9fentehGeoaj|[ie;.A)^4iAdeed . 

. ^ ^ There 
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* There you were kind, as I have always found you ; 

* As you have ever-been : For tho' I am 
« Refign'd, and ready to obey my doom, 

* Metninks it (hould not be pronounc'd by you. 

* Oro. O 1 that was all the Ilabour of my grief.^ 

* My heart and tongue forfook me in the Itrife ; . 
' I never could pronounce it. 

* Imo, I have for you, for both of us. 

* Oro, Alas ! for me ! my death 

* 1 could regard as the laft fcene of life, 

« And adi it thro' with joy, to have it done. . 

* But then to part with thee— ^— » 

* Imo. 'Tis hard to part. 

* But parting thus,' as the moft happy muft, 
« Parting in death, m. kes it the eafier. 

« You might have thrown me off, forfaken me, 

* And my misfortunes : That had been a death 
« Indeed of terror, to have trembled at. 

< Oro% Forfaken ! thrown thee off! 

« Imo. Bot 'tis a pleafure more than life can give, » 
« That with unconquer'd paffion, to the laft, 

* You ftruggle Hill, and fain would hold me to yoii. 

< Oro. Ever, ever, and let thofe dars, which are my 

* enemies, 

* Witnefs againft me in the other world, . 

* If I would leave this.maoiion of my blifs, . 

* To be the brighteft ruler of their (kies, 

« O ! that we could incorporate, be one, [Emhracing her. 

* One body, as we have been long one mmd ; 

* That, blended fo, we might together mix, 
« And, lofiiig thus pur being to the world, 
\* Be only found to one another's joys* 

* Imo. Is this the way to part ? 

* Oro. Which is the way ? 

* Imo. The god of love is blind, and Cannot find it.! 
« But quick make hafte, our enemies have eyes, 

« To find us out, and (hew us the worft way 

* Of parting. Think on them. 

« Oro» Why doft thou wake me f 
*Jmo. 0\ no more of Iqvc.. . 
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• For, if I Jiften to yoa, I flialJ quite 

' Forget my dangers, and defire to live. 

• I can't live yours. [Tahs up the dagger » 

Oro. *^here all the flings of ^eath 

• Are (hot into my heart' — what (hall I do ? 

Into, This dagger will inHruf^ you. [Givts it him*r 

Oro. Ha ! this dagger I, 
Like fate, it points me to the horrid deed. 

Im. Strike, flrike it home, and bravely fave us both. 
There is no other fafety. 

Oro. It muft be 

But firft a dying kifs— — [^ifi' ^^- 

This lall embrace -* ^ [Embracing btr^ 

And now ' ^ 

Imo, I'm ready. 

Oro, O 1 where ftall I ftrike ? 
Is there a fmalleit grain of ithat k)y*d body 
That is not dearer to me t))an my eyes. 
My bofom'd heart, and all the life blood there f. 
Bid roe cut off thefe limbs, hew off tbefe handf > 
Pig out thefe eye<, tho' I would keep them kft 
To gaze upon thee : But to murder thee ! 
The joy, and charm of ev'ry raviOxM fenfe,' 
My wife! forbiHt, nature. 

Imo. 'Tis your wife. 
Who on her knees conjures you. O ! in time 
Prevent thofe mifchiefs chat are falling on us. 
You may be hurry *d to a fhameful death. 
And I too dragg'd to the vile governor; 
Then I may cry aloud : When you are gone. 
Where Ihall I find a friend again to fave mt ? 

Oro, It will be fo. Thou unexampled virtueh 
Thy refolution has recoyer'd mine: 
And now prepare thee. 

Imo, Thus, with open arms, 
I welcome you and death. 

\He drops his dagger^ as be looks on her^ and throws 
kimftlf on the ground, 

Oro. I cannot bear it. 
.O let me dalh againft' the rock of f^tej, 

Dig 
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Dig up this earth, tear her bow; Is out^ 
To make a^rave, deep as the center down. 
To fwallow wide and bury us together. 
It wo'not be. O ! then fome pit) ing god 
(If there be one, a friend to innocence) 
iind yet a way to lay her beauties down 
Gently in death, and fave me from her blood. 

Imo, O rife, 'tis more than death to fee you thus^ 
1*11 eafe your love,, and do the deed myfelf — 
[She takes up the dagger^ be ri/es in hafle to take it from 
her. * 

Qro. O ! hold, I charge thee, hold. 
, Imo» Tho'Imuftown 
It would be nobler foi; us both from you. 

Oro, O ! for a whirlwind's wing to hurry us 
To yonder clifF, which frowns upon the flood ;. 
That in embraces lock'd we might plunge in, 
And peri(h thus in one another's arms. 
Imo. Alas ! what fhout is that ? 
Oro,. I fee*'cm coming* 
They fha'not overtake us. This laft kifi, * 
■ And now farewcl. 

Into* Farewel, farewel for ever. 
Oro. I'll turn my face away, and do it fb.. 
Now, are you ready ? 

Imo, Now. But do not grudge me 
The pleafure in my death of a lall look ; 
Pray look upon me. — Now I'm fatisfied. 
Oro, So fate muft be by this. 
[Going ioftab her, he ft.fi Jhort ; Jhe layi her band on^ 

his, in order to gi*ve the bloiv, 
Imo. Nay, then I muft'affilt you. 
And, (ince it is the common caufe of both, 
'Tis juft that both fhould be employ'd in it. 
Thus, thus 'tis finilh'd, and I blefs my fate, [Stahi her/elf,. 
That, where'^1 li»'d, I oie in thefe lov'd arms. [Dies, 
Oro. She's gone. And now all's at an end with me. 
Soft, lay her down, O we will part no more. 

[ Then throws himj*\f h ^^''• 
But let me pay the tribute of my grief, 

A 
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.A few fad tears to thy lov'd memory. 
And then I follow — [o^»//] \iVafs over hir» 

But 1 flay too long. [A noi/e again. 

The noife comes nearer. Hold, before I go. 
There's iomething would be done. It (hall be io. 
And then, Imoinda^ I'll come all to ihee. \Rifiu 

(Bland ford and his party enter before the Governor emdbie 

party ; /words draiun on both fides, 

Gov^ You ih-ive in vain to iave him, he (hall die. 

Bland. Not while we can defend him with our lives. 

Gov, Where is he ? 

Oro, Here is the wre:ch whonn you woald have. 
Put up your fwords, and let not civil broils 
Engage you in the curfed caufe of one 
Who cannot live, and now intreats to die. 
This objeA will convince you. 

Bland. 'lis his wife, [They gather about the body, 
i^las ! there was no other remedy. 
, Gov. Who did the bloody deed ? 

Oro, The deed was mine ; 
' Bloody I know it is^ and I expert 
Your laws (hould tell me To. Thus, feW-condemn'd, 
J do refign myfelf into your hands. 

The hands of juftice But I hold the fword 

For you— —and for myfelf. 

[Stabs the Governor and him/elf^ tbtn throws himfelf 
by Imoinda'j body, 
. * Stan. He has kill'd the Governor apd dabb'd him* 
• felf.' ' 

Oro, 'Tis as it (hould be now, i have fent his ghoil 
To be a witnefs of that happinefs 
Ift the next world, which he deny'dus here, [Pi^h 

Bland, I hope there is a place of happinefs' 
In the next world for fuch exalted virtue. 
Pagan or unbeliever, yet he iiv'd 
To all he knew : And, if he went aftray. 
There's nvercy ftill above to fet him right. 
But Chriftians, guided by the heav'nly ray, 
^ave no excufe if we miilake our way. [Exeunt Omnes. 



EPILOGUE. 

^OU /ii njoe try oUflfApes^ andfitifts^ and aris^ 
T§ tempt your favours f and ngaiu your heart s\ 
Wi nntep and lamgh^ join ntirtb and gnef togetbtr^ 
Like rain and funflnm mix'dj in April ^weather. 
Tour different taftes divide our pott's cares ; 
One foot the fock^ toother the hujkins nvears. 
Thus, nubile he ftri*ves to pl*a/iy he*s fon^d to do*tf 
Like V olfcius, hip bop^ in a Jingle boot, 
Critic! f be kno^ws^ for this may damn bis hooks : 
But he makes feafts for friends, and not for cools. 

Tho* errant knights of late no fa*vour find. 
Sure you nvill he to ladies errant kind. 
To follonv fame^ knight err ants mike prefeffion : 
We damfels fly to fave our reputation : 
So they iberr 'valour fienv, nve our difcretion. 
To lands of monfters and fierce heafis they go : 
We^ to thofe ifiands, ijohere rich bujhanos ^ronu : 
Tbo^ they're no monfters, <we mi^ make them fo» 
Jf they're of EngliOi growth, tbefll bear*t with patience : 
Butfave us frcm ajpoufe ^OrooiKiko'i nations : 
Then hlef. your ftars, you happy London nuives. 
Who love at large ^ each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor ImoindaV doating blindnefs. 
We thought her bujband kiU'd^ out of kindnefs. 
Death nmth a bujband ne'er had Jhtvan Juch charms^ 
Hadjhe once dy'd viithin a lover s arms* 
Her error voas from ignorance proceeding ; 
Poor foul! Jhe 'wanted Jome if our tovtsn-brteding* 
Forgive this Indizn fondnejs of herfpouje } 1 

Their law no Chridian liberty allows : > 

jilas / they make a confcunce of their %sows ! J 

-If virtue in a Heathen be a fault ; 
Then damn the Heathen fcbool nuhereftje was t aught • 
She might' have learn d to cuckold, jilt, andjbam^ 
had Covent-Garden been in Surinam. 
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PROLOGUE. 

n^HE Tragic Mufey fublime, delights tojheiu 
Princes dijire/s*dy and/cenes of Royal luoe; 
In anvful pompy majrftic, to relate 
The fall of nations y orfome hero* s fate: 
That fcepter* d chiefs may, hy example ^ kHOtV 
The f range *vici£itudes of things bcluiu I 
What dangers onfecurity attend; 
Hotv pride and cruelty in ruin end: 
Hence Prouidencefupreme to knoiM^ andtmjfl 
Humanity adds glory to a throne • 

In e^*ry former age, and foreign tongue^ 
With native grandeur thus the goddefs fung* 
Upon ourftage^ indeed, nvith ^wi/h dfuccefs^ 
You'vefometimesfeen her in an humbler drefs f 
Great only in di/irefs, Whenjhe complains 
Jn Southern Sf Roive's, or Ot^way's moniingftrain^ 
The brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye. 
The abfentpomp, isjith brighter gems ^ fittb* 

Forgi^ve us, then, if twe attempt tojhe'w, 
Jn artlefs ft rains, a tale of private luoe* 
A London * prentice ruined is our theme, 
Dranvnfrom the fam'd oldfong thai bears his ftamt^ 
We hope your tafte is notfo high, tofcorn 
A moral tale ejieem*d ere you ivere born; 
Which, for a century of rolling years. 
Has fill* da thoufand thoafattd eyes ^with tears* 

If thoughtltfs youth to ivarn, andfhame the age 
From njic£ deftrudi've , ivell becomes thejiag^; 
If this example innocence enfures, 
Presents our guilt, or by refledion cures; 
If Millivood^s dreadful crimes, and fad defpair. 
Commend the 'virtue of the good and fair; 
T'ho' art be ixianting, and our numbers fad, 
htdulge the attempt, in jitjiice to the tnk% 
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GEORGE BARNWELL. 



AC T L S C E N E, ff room in Thorowgood V;^»/?. 
Enter Thoit>wgood and Trucman. 

'Crueman, QIR, the packet from Genoa is arrived. 

O [Gi'ves letteru 

T"hor, Heaven be praifed! The ftorm that threaten- 
ed our royal miftrefs, pure religion, liberty, and laws, 
is for a time diverted. The haughty and revengeful 
Spaniard, difappointed of the loan on which he dc« 
pended from Genoa, muft now attend the flow returns 
of wealth from his new world, to fupply his empty 
coffers, ere he can execute his propofed invafion of 
our happy ifland. By this means time is gained to 
make luch preparations on pur part, as may. Heaven 
concurring, prevent his malice, or turn the meditated 
mifchief on himfelf. 

Tr, He muft be infenfible indeed, who is not affefted 
when the fafety of his country is concerned. Sir, may 
I know by what means ? — — If I am to6 bold— 

Thor. Your curiofity IS laudable; and I gratify 'it 
with the greater pleafure, becaufe from thence you 
may learn how honeft merchants, as fuch, may fome- 
times contribute to the fafety of their country, as they 
do at all times to its happinefs; that if hereafter you 
Ihould be tempted to any adlion that has the appearance 
of vice or meannefs in it, upon reflefting on the dig- 
nity of our profeffion, you may, with hone^ fcorn, 
rejeft whatever is unworthy of it. 

Tr. Should Barnwell, or I, who have the benefit of 
your example, by our ill condud bring any imputa- 
tion on th^ honourable name, we muft be left withoK 
excufe. 

Thor. You compliment, young man. [Tr. hcnvt 
rejpeafully,'\ Nay,, I'm not offendecL As the nam© . 
of merchant never degrades the gentleman, fo by no 
means does it-exdude him; onljr take heed npt to 
purchafe the charader of complaifant at the expence 
of your fincerity. But to anfwer your queftion : The 
A 3 Vi^sk. 
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bank of Genoa had agreed, at an exceffive intereft, 
and on good fecurity, to advance the king of Spain a 
fum of money fufficient to equip his vail armada ; of 
ivhich our peerlefs Elizabeth (more than in name the 
mother of her people) being well informed, fent 
Walfingham, her wife and faithful fecretary, to con- 
fult the merchants of this loyal city ; who all agreed, 
to direft their feveral agents to influence, if polTible, 
tlie Genoefe to break their contrad with the Spanifh 
<ourt, 'Tis done; the ftate and bank of Genoa hav- 
ing maturely weighed, and rightly judged of their 
true intereft, prefer the friendfhip of the merchants of 
liOndon to that of the monarch, who proudly filler 
himfelf king of both Indies, 

Tr. Happy fucccfs of prudent, counfels! What an 
•xpence oi blood and treafure is here faved ! • Excel- 

• lent queen; Oh, how unlike thofe princes, who 
"* make the danger of foreign enemies a pretence to op- 

• prefs their fubjcds by taxes great, and grievous to 

• oe borne. 

* Thor, Not fo our gracious queen ! whofe richeft 

• exchequer is her people's love, as their happinefs her 

• greateft glory. 

' ^n On {Uk t?rp)§ to defend us. ij» ♦- ^^-^ ZZ7 ^ 

• protection a benefit worthy her who confers it, and 

• well worth our acceptance,' Sir, have you alijr 
•ommands for me at this time ? 

Thof. Only look carefully cVcr the files, to fee whe- 
ther there are any tl^aefmen's bills unpaid ; if there 
are, fen^i iVja discharge 'em. We muft not let artifi- 
^efs lofe their time, fo ufeful to the public and their 
families, in unn^celTary attendance. [£A'//Trueman. 

£«/^r Maria. 
Well, Maria, have you given orders for the entertain. 
mcnt ? I would have it in fome meafure worthy the 
guefts. Let there be plenty, and of the beft, that the 
courtiers jnay at leaft commend our hofpitality. 

Ma. Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your 
well-known ge^erofity by an ill-timed parfimony. 

Thon Nay, 'twas a needlefs caution: I have no 
taufc to douljt your prudence;, * , ^ 

Ma. 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 7 

Ma* Sir, I find myfclf unfit for converfation. 1 
fhould but increafethe number of the company, with- 
out adding to their fatisfadlion. 

Thor. Nay, my child, this melancholy muft not be 
indulged. 

Ma. Company will but increafe it. I wijfh vou 
would difpenfe with my prefence. Solitude bed fuiti 
my prefent temper. 

Thor. You are not infenfible, that it is chiefly on 
your account thefe noble lords do me -the honour fo 
frequently to grace my board. Should you be abfent, 
the difappointment may make them repent of their 
condefcenfion, and think their labour loft. 

Ma, He that Ihall think his time or honour lofl ia 
vifiting you, can fet no real value on your daughter's 
company, whofe only merit is, that (heisyour's. The 
man of quality who chufes to converfe with a gentle- 
man and merchant of your worth and charafter, may 
confer honour by fo doing, but he lofes none. 

Thorl Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, that 
a young gentleman may prefer your converfation to 
mine, andyet intend me no difrefpeft at all ; for though 
he may lofe no honour in my company, 'tis very na- 
tural for him to expeft more pleafure in your's. I re- 
member the time when the company of the greatefl 
and wifeft man in the kingdom would have been inii- 
pid and tirefome to me, if it had deprived me of au 
opportunity of enjoying your mother's 

Ma. Your's, no doubt, was as agreeable to her ; for 
generous minds know no pleafure in fociety but where 
'tis mutual. 

Thor. Thou knoweft I have no heir, no child, but 
thee ; the fruits of many years fuccefsful induftry muft 
all be thine. Now it would give me pleafure, great 
as my love, to fee on whom you will beftow it. I am, 
daily folicited by men of the greatefl rank and merit 
for leave to addrefs you ; but I have hitherto declined 
it, in hopes that, by observation, I fhould learn which 
way your inclination tends ; for, as I know love to be 
cfTential to happinefs in the marriage flate, I had ra- 
ther my approoation fhould confirm your choice thaa 
dired it, 

A 4 Ma. 
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Ma. What can I fay? How lliall I anfwef «.! 
«raght, jthis tendemefs, fo uncommon even in the beft 
of parents? But you are without example; yet, had 
you been lefs indulgent, I had been mofl wretched. 
That I look on the crowd of courtiers that vifit here, 
with equal efteem, but equal indifference, you have 
obferved, and I mufl: needs confefs; yet, had you af- 
ferted your authority, and infifted on a parent's right 
<D be obeyed, I had fubmitted, and to my duty facri- 
ficed my peace, 

Thor. rrom your perfed obedience in every other 
inftance, I feaced as much ; and therefore would leave 
you without a bias in an affair Wherein your happinelft 
IS fo immediately concerned. 

Ma. Whether from a want of that jnft ambition 
that would become your daughter, or from fome other 
caufe, I know not; but I find high birth and titles 
don't recommend the man who owns them to my 
affeftions, 

Thor. I would not that they (hould, unlefs his merit 
recommends him more. A jioble birth and fortune, 
though they make not a bad man good, yet they are a 
real advantage to a worthy one, and place his virtues 
in the faireft light. 

Ma. I cannot anfwer for my inclinations ; but they 
Ihall ever be fubmitted to your wifdom.and authority. 
And a§you will not compel me to marry where I can- 
not love, love Ihall never make me adl contrary to my 
dtttyS Sir, have I your permiffion to retire ? 

Thor, I'll fee you to your chamber, [Exeun^i^' 

SCENE, a room in Millwood'^ i6i9/^. 
Enter Millwood and Lucy, 

MilL How do I look to-day, Lucy ? 

Z//r>- O, killiiigly, madam! A little more red, and 

you'll be irrefiftible! But why this more than 

ordinary care of your drefs and complexion ? What 
new conqucft are you aiming at ? 

MilL A conqucft would be new indeed ! 

Lucy. Not to you, who makt 'em every day — but 

to 
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to mc ———Well, 'tie what Fm never to expeft ■ 

unfortunate as I am- ■ . , But your wit and beaut)'-— 

Mill. Firft made me a wretch, and ftill continue mp 
fo. Men, however generous and finccre to one an- 
odier, are all felfifli hypocrites in their afFairs wjth 
us; we are no othcrwife efteemed or regarded hf thdPf 
but as we contribute to their fatisfadibn. 

Lucy, You are certainly, madam, on the wrong fide 
in this argument. Is not tie cxjjence all thdrs ? And 
I am Aire, it is our own fault if we han^t a fharc of 
thepleafure. 

Mill. We are but flaves to men. 

Lucy. Nay, 'tis they that are Haves, moft certainly^ 
for we lay them under contribution. 

MilL Slaves have no property; no, not even in 
themfelves : all is the vigor's. 

Lucy. You are llrangely arbitrary in your princi-^ 
pies, madam. 

Mill. 1 would have my conquefts complete, like 
tho(e of the Spaniards in the new world; who firft 
plundered the natives of'all the wealth they had, and 
then condemned the wretches to the mines for life, to 
wcrk for more. 

Lucy. WeH, I Ihall never aj^rove of your fcheme of 
government : I Ihbuld think it <much more politic, as^ 
well as juft, to find my fubjeds an eafier employment* 

MilL It is a general maxim among the knowing part 
of mankind, that a woman without virtue, like a mai^ 
without honour or honeftv, is capable of any a£lion« 
though never fo vile : and yet what pains will they not 
take, what arts not ufe, to feduce us from our inno- 
cence, and make us contemptible and wicked, even iti 
their own opinion? Then, is it not juft the villains, 
to their coft, ihould find us fo ? But guilt makes them 
fufpicious, and keeps them* on their guard ; therefore 
we can take advantage only of the young and innocent 
part of the fex, who, having never injured womcn^ 
apprehend nc^ danger from them, 

Lucy. Aye, they muft be young indeed ! 

Mill. Such ^ one, I think, I have found. As I have 

pafled through the city, I have often pbfecvtd hira re- 

A I ceivinj 
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ceiving and paying confiderable fams of money ; from 
dience I conclude he is employed in affairs of confer 
quence, 

Lucy. Is he handfome ? 

MilU Aye, aye, the ftripling is well made, and has 
a good face, 

Z«ry. About—— 

Mill. Eighteen, 

Lucy. Innocent, handfome, and about eighteen! 
You'll be vaftly happy. Why, if you manage well, 
you may keephim to yourfelf thefe two or three years. 

Milh If I manage well, I Ihall have done with him 
xnuch fooner. Having long had a defign on him, and 
ineetinehim yefterday, I made a full ftop, and gazing 
wtthfully on his face, a&ed his name. He blufhed, 
and, bowing very low, anfwered, George Barnwell. 
1 begged his pardon for the freedom I had taken, and 
told mm that he was the perfon I had long wifhed to 
fe6, and to whom I had an affair of importance to 
communicate, at a proper time and place. He named 
a tavern: I talked of honour and reputation, and in- 
vited him to my houfe. He fwallowed the bait, pro- 
mifed to come, and this is the time I expedt him. 

i Knocking at the door.'\ Somebody knocks. D*ye 
ear, Tm at home to nobodv to-day but him. \Exit 
Lucy.] Lefs affairs muft give way to thofe of more 
confequence; and T am ftrangely miilaken, if this 
does not prove of great importance to me, and him 
too, before I have done with him. Now, after what 
manner (hall I receive him ? Let me confider — What 
manner of perfon am I to receive ? He is young, in- 
nocent, and balhful; therefore I muft take care not to 
put him out of countenance at firft. * But then, if 

* I have any flcill in phyfiognomy, he is amorous, and 

* with a littk affiftance will foon get the better of his 

* modefty.' I'll e'en truft to nature, who does won- 
ders in thefe matters. • If to feem what one is not, 

* in order to be the better liked for what one really is; 

* if to {peak one thing, and mean the dire^ con- 
« trary^ be art in woman I know nothing of 

* nature/ 

Intit 
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Enter Barnwell, ho'wing ^very /(nv, Lucy at a diftancu 

Mill, Sir, the furprife and joy I 

Barn, Madam! 

Mill, This is fuch a favour [Ad'vaitcing; 

Barn* Pardon me, n adam! 

MilL So unhoped fo • ! [^Still adnjances. 

[BarnwellyJ7////^j her, and retires in confujion. 
To fee you here Excufe the confufion— - 

Barn. I fear I am too bold. 

Mill. Alas, Sir, I may juftly apprehend you think 
me fo. Pleafe, Sir, to fit. I am as much at a lofs 
.how to receive this honour as I ought, as I am furprifed 
at your goodnefs in conferring it. 

Barn. I thought you had expend me : I promifed 
to come. 

Mill. That is the more furprifing; few men aye fuch 
religious obfervers oi their word. 

Barn, All who are honeft are. 

Mill. To one another; but we fimple women are' 
feldom thought of confequence enough to gain a place 
in their remembrace. 

\Laying her hand on his, as hy accidenU 

Barn. Her diforder is fo great, (he don't perceive 
(he has laid her hand on mine. Heavens ! how (he 
trembles ! What can this mean ? \_4fide» 

MilL The intereft I have in all that relates to you 
(the reafon of which you (hall know hereafter) excites 
my curiofity; and were I fure you would pardon my 
prefumption, J (hould de(xre to know your real fcnti- 
ments on a very particular fubjeft. 

Bam. Madam, you may command my poor thoughts 
on any fubje^. I have none that I would conceal. 

Mill. You'll thii)k me bold. 

Bam. No, indeed. 

Mill. What then are^your thoughts of love ? 

Bam, If you mean the love of women, I have not 
thought of it at all. My youth and circum(lances make 
fuch thoughts improper in me yet. But if you mean 
tlie general love we owe to mankind, I think no one has 
more of it in his temper than myfelf. I don't know 
that perfon in the world,, whofe bappinefs I don'>t wifh. 
A 6 and 
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and wou'dn't promote, were it in my power.' In an 
efpecial manner I love my uncle, and my mailer ; but 
abore all, my friend. 

MiiL You have a friend then, whom you love ? 

Bam, As he does me, finccrely. 

MilL He is, no doubt, often blefs'd with your com- 
jpany and <:onverfation. 

Burn. WeKvein onehoufe, and both ferve the Tame 
worthy merchant. 

MuL Happy, happy youth! Whoe'er thou art, I 
CBvy diee; * and fo muft all who fee and know this 
• youth.* What have I loll by being formed a woman ! 
Lhate my fex, myfelf. Had I been a man, I might, 
' jperhaps, have been as happy in your friend (hip, as he 
wlio now enjoys it is : but as it is — Oh ! — 

Barn, I never obferved woman before ; or this is, 
fure, the mod beautiful of her fex. [JJtdeJ] You 
feem difordered, madam! — May I know the caufe ? 

MilL Do not afk me— lean never fpeak it, whatever 
i the catfe. I wilh for things impoffible. I would 
be a fcrvant, bound to the fame matter, to live in one 
houfe with you. 

Barn. How flrange, and ytt how kind, her words 
and anions are! and the effedl they have on me is as 
flrange. I feel defires I never knew before. I muft be 

fone, while I have power to go. [Afide,^ Madam, 
humbly take my leave. 

MilL You will not, fure, leave me fofoon! 

Barn. Indeed I mull. 

MilL You cannot be fo cruel ! I have prepared a poqr 
fupper, at which I promifed myfelf your company. 

Barfi. I am lorry I muft refufe the honour you de- 
igned me : but my Amxy to my mafter calls me hence* 
I never yet negleded his fervice. He is fo gentle, and 
fo good a mafter, that Ihould I wrong him, though he 
might forgive me, I Ihould never forgive myfelf. 

MilL Am I refufed by the firft man, the fecond 
favour I ever ftooped to- alk ? Go then, thou proud 
hard-hearted youth ; but know, you are the only maa 
that could be foand> who would let me fue twice for 
greater favours* 

Bartu 
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Barn. What ftiall I do I How (hall I go, or ftaj I ^ 

MiU» Yet do not, do- not leave me. I with mjr 

fex's pride would meet your fcorn ; but when I look 

upon you, when I behold thofe eyes — Oh! fpare my 

tongue, and let my blufhes — this flood of tears too^ 

that will force its way, declare what woman's xno- 

defty (hould hide. 

Bam, Oh, Heavens! (he loves me, wordilefs as I 
am. Her looks, her words, her flowing tears confeft 
it. And can 1 leave her then? Oh, never,- never I 
Madam, dry up your tears: you (hall command me 
always. I will ftay here for ever, if yoit would have 
me. 

Lucy. So; (he has wheedled him out of his virtue of 
obedience already, and will ftrip him of all the reft, 
one after another, till (he has left him as few as her 
Iady(hip, or myfelf. 

Mill. Now you are kind, indeed; but I mean' not 
to detain you always : I would have you (hake 6S all„ 
flavi(h obedience to your matter; but you may fenw 
him ftill. 

Liuy. Serve him ftill! Aye, or he'll have iio'o|>-> 
portunitv of fingerihg hiscafh; and then hell not fenre 
your ena, I'll be fwom. [.4fi^^* 

Enter Blunt. ^ 

Blunt. Madam, fupper's on the table. 
. Mill. Come, Sir; you'll excufe all defef^s. My 
thoughts were too much employed on n\v gucft to ob- 
fcrve the entertainment. [ Exeunt B^n. and Mill. 

Blnut. What! is all. this preparation, this etegaat 
fuppcr, variety of wines, and mufic, for theentertain? 
Hicnt pf that young fellow ? 

Lucy. So it feems. 
' Blunt. Howl Is our miftrefs turned fool at laftr She*a' 
in love with him, Ifuppofb. 

Luiry. I fuppofe not. But (he defigns to make him 
in love with lier, if (he can. 

Blunt. What.wilKheget by that? He feems under 
, age, and can't vbe fuppofed to have mu^h money. 

Lucy. But his ma(ter has, and that's the fame thing, 
M Ihe'U manage it« 

Btm. 
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BIuhU I don't like this fooling with a handfome 
young fellow: while Ihe's endeavouring to enfnare 
niih Sie may be caught herfelf. 

Lu^. Nay, were fhe like me, that would certainly 
be the coniequence ; for, I confefs, there is fomething 
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

Blunu Yes, fo does the fmoothnefs^and plumpnefs of 
•a partridge move a mighty defire in the hawk to be 
the deflrudlion of it. 

Lucy, Why, birds arc their prey, and men ours; 
though, as you obferved, we are fometimes caught 
ourfdves. But that, I dare fay, will never be the cafe 
of our miftrefs. 

Blunt. I wifh it may prove fo ; for you know we all 
depend upon her. Should fhe trifle away her time 
with Vi young fellow that there's nothing to be got by, 
• we muft all ftarve. 

Lucy. There's no danger of that; for I am fure Ifie 
has no view in this affair but inlereft. 

Blunt. Well, and what hopes arc there of fuccefs in 
that? 

Lucy. The moft promifing that can be. 'Tis true 
the youth hath his fcruples ; but fhe'U foon teach him 
.to anfwer them, by ftifling his confcicnce. Oh, the' 
lad is in a hopeful way, depend upon't. \^Exeunfm 

SCENE draivs^ and Jif coders Barnwell and Millwood 
at /upper. An entertainment of mujic and fingthg. 
,After 'wbicfi they come forward. 

Bam. What can I anfwer? All that I know is, that 
you ate fair, and I am miferable. 

Mill, We are both fo; and yet the fault is in our- 
fclves. 

Bam. To cafe our prcfent anguifh by plunging into 
guilt, is to buy a moment's pleafure with an age of 
•pain. 

Mill. I (hould have thought the joys of love as laft- 
incj as they arc great; irours prove otherwife, 'tis 
ymt inconnancy moft make them ib. ^ 

Bam. The law of Heaven will not be rcvcrfcd, and 
<hat requires us to gQvern oar pafficms* 

Milk 
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Mill. To %\\^ us fenfe of beauty and defires, and yet 
forbid us to tafte and be happy, is a cruelty to nature. 
Have we paflions only to torment us ? 

Barn, To hear you talk, though in the caufc of 
vice; to gaze upon your beauty, prefs your hand, 
' and fee your fiiow-white bofom heave and fall,' in- 
flames my wifhes ; my pulfe beats high, * my fenfes 
* are ail in a hurry,* and I am on- the rack of wild dc- 
fire. Yet, for a moment's guilty pleafu re, ihallllofe 
my innocence, my peace of mind, and hopes of foli4 
happinefs ? 

MilU Chimaeras all! 

Bam, I would not yet muft on — 

* Reluftant thus the merchant quits his eafe, 
^ And trufts to rocks and fands, and ftormy feas; 

* In hopes fome unkhowh golden coaft to find, 

♦ Commits himfelf, tho* doubtful, to the wind, 

• Longs much for joys to come, yet mourns thofc 

* left behind.' 
Mill. Along with me, and prove 

No joys like woman-kind, no Heaven like love. 

\ExeuHt^ 



hofcf 



ACT n. SCENE a room in Thorowgood'i houje^ . 
Enter Barnwell. 

Barn.'X T O W ftrange are all things round mcf 
V JLl Like fome thief who treads forbiddem 
ground, and fain would lurk unfeen, fearful I enter 
each apartment of this well-known houfe. To guilty 
love, as if that were too little, already have I added 
breach of truft. A thief I Can I know myfelf that 
ivretched thing, and look my honeft friend and injured 
mailer in the face? Though hypocri fy may awhile 
conceal my guilt, at length it will be known, tad 
public ihame and ruin muu enfue. In the mean time, 
what muft be my life ? E^r to fpeak a language 
foreign to my heart; hourly to add to the number of 
my crimes^ in order to conceal 'em. Sure iuch was 

'the 
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the condition of the grand apoftate, when firfl he loft 
his purity. like me, difconiolate he wandered; and 
while yet in Heaven, bore all his future hell about 
him* 

Enter Truemen. 
*- Tr, Barnwell, Oh, how I rejoice to fee you fafel 
So will our mafter, and his gentle daughter; who, 
during your abfence, often enquired after you. 

Bam^ Would he were gone ! His officious love will 
pry into the fe<?l:ets of ray ioul. \4fide^ 

TV. Unlefs you knew the pain the whole family ha5 
felt on your account, you can't conceive how much 
you are beloved. But why thus cold and filent ? ■ 

When my heart is full of joy for your return, why dq 
you turn away — why thus avoid me ? What have I 
done? How am I altered fince'you faw me lad? Or 
rather, what have you done — -and why are you thus 
changed ? for I am ftill the fame. 

Barn, What have I done, ' indeed \ [Afide. 

TV. Not fpeak !— -nor look upon me ! — 

BarH, By my face he will diicover all I would con- 
ceal. Methinks already I begin to hate him'. [4fid^* 

TV. 1 cannot bear, this ufage from a friend; one 
whom till now I ever found fo loving; whom vet I 
Jove ; though his unkindnefs ftrikes at the root of fnend- 
ihip, and might deftroy it in any breaft but mine. 

Barn, I am not well. [Turning to him,'\ Sleep has 
been a flrangcr to thefe eyes fince you beheld 'em laft. 

TV. Heavy they look, indeed, and fwol'n with 
tears; — now they overflow. Rightly did my fympn- 
thizing heart forebode laft night, wheii thou waft ab- 
fent, lomething fatal to our peace. 

Barn. Your friendfhip engages you too far. My 
troubles, whate'ier they are, are mine alone : you have 
fto intereft in them» nor ought your concern tor me to 
giveyou a moment's pain. 

TV. You fpeak, as if you knew of friendfhip no- 
thing but ithe nadie. Before I faw your grief, I felt 
it. * Since we parted laft, I have (lept no more than 
^'you; but penfiyc in mv chamber fat alone, and 
< fpei^t the tolioiu night m wilhcs for youjc bXtty^ 

* and 
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• and return;' e'en now, though ignorant of the caufe, 
your forrow wounds mc to the heart. 

Bam, 'Twill not be always thus. Fricndfliip and 
all engagements ceafe as circumflances and occaRons 
vary; and "fince you once may hate me, perhaps it 
might be' better tor us both that now you loTea mt 

TV. Sure I but dreamt Without a caufe would 
Barnwell ufe nie thus ? Ungenerous, and ungrateful 
youth, farewell; I (hall- endeavour to follow your 
advice. [Going.'^ Yet flay ; perhaps I am too raih 
and angry, when the caufe demands compaifion. Some 
unforeleen calamity may have befallen him, toa great 
to bear. 

Bant, What part am I reduced to aft ? *Tis vik 
and bafe to move his temper thus, the beft of friends 
and men. 

7r. I am to blame ; pr'ythee forgive me, Barnwell. 
Try to compofe your ruffled mind ; and let me know 
the caufe that thus tranfports you from, yourfelf ; my 
-friendly counfel may reftore your peace. 

Barn, All that is poflibl« for man to do for map, 
your ^nerous friendihip many effect; but here, cvoi 
that's in vain. 

Tr, Something dreadful is labouring in your breaS z 
Oh, give it vent, and Jet me Ihare your grief; 'twiu 
eafe your pain, fhould it admit no cure, and make it 
lighter, by the part I l>ear. 

Barti, Vain mppofition ! My woes increafe by be- - 
ing obferved : fhould the caufe be known, they would 
exceed all bounds. 

Tr, So well I know thy honefl heart, guilt cannot 
harbour there. 

Bam, Oh, torture infupportable ! \_4fi^^* 

Tr, Then why am I excluded ? Have I a though^ 
I ^ould conceal from you? 

Bam, If flill you urge me on this hated fubjeft, 
I'll never enter more fcneath this roof, nor fee your 
face, again. 

Tr. 'Tis flrangc— ~but I have done— -fay but you 
tutte me not. 

Barn. 
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tUwn. Hate you ! I am not that monfter y«t. 

9"r. Shall our friendfhip ftill continue ? 

Barn, It's a biefling 1 never was worthy of; yet 
nibw mull ftand on terms, and but upon conditions 
can confirm it. 

Tr, What are they ? 

Barn, Never hereafter, though you fliould wonder 
at my condu^V, defire to know more than I am willing 
to reveal. 

Tr, 'Tis hard j but upon any conditions I muft be 
your friend. 

Barn, Then, as much as one loll to himfelf can be 
another's, I am your's [Embracing. 

Tr. Be ever fo; and may Heaven reftore your peace! 

* Barn, Will yefterday return ? We have heard the 
» glorious fun, that till then inceifant n^ll'd, once 

* ftopp'd his rapid courfe, and once w^ent back. The 

* dead have rifen, and parch'd rocks pour'd forth a 

* liquid ftream, to quench a people's thirft. The fea 

* divided, and formed walls of water, while a whole 
' nation pafled in fafety through its fandy bottom. 

* Hungry lions have refufed their prey; and men, 

* unhurt, have walked amidft confuming flames i but 

* never yet did time, once pad, return. 

* fr. Though the continued chain of time has 

* never once been broke, nor ever will, but uninter- 

* rupted muft keep on its couVfe, till loft in eternity, 

* it ends where it firft began : yet as Heaven can re^ 

* pair whatever evils time can bring upon us, we 

* ought never to defpair,* But bufinefs requires our 
attendance: : bufinefs, the youth's beft rrefervative 
from ill, as idlenefs his worft of fnares. Will you go 
with me ? 

Barn, I'll take a little time to refleft on what has 
paft, and follow you. f £a'// Trueman. ] I might have 
trufted Trueman, ancf engaged him to apply to my 
uncle, to repair the wrong I have done my mafteii-— 
but what ot Millwood ? • Muft I expofe her too ? 

* Ungenerous and bafe ! Then Heaven requiBCS it not ? 

* But Heaven requires that I forfake her. What! 

* never to fee her more ? Does Heaven require that ? 

< I hope 
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' I hope I may fee her, and Heaven not be offended. 

• Prefiimptuous hope ! Dearly already have I proved 

• my frailty. Should I once more tempt Heaven, I 

• maybe left to fall, never to rife again. Yet,' (hall 
I leave her, fbr ever leave her, and not let her know ' 
the caufe ? She who loves me with fuch a boundlefs 
paflion! Can cruelty be duty ? I judge of what (he 
then mod feel, by what I now endure. The love of 
life, and fear of fhame, oppofed by inclination ftrong 
as death or fhamc, like wind and tide in jaging con^ 
flidl met, when neither can prevail, keep me in doubt. 
How then can I determine ? 

Efiter Thorowgood. 

Thor, Without a caufe afligned, or notice given, to 
abfent yourfelf laft night was a fault, young maif, and 
I came to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented. 
That modeft blu(h, the confufion fo vifible in your 
face, fpeak grief and fhame. When we have offended 
Heaven, it requires no more : and fhall man, who 
needs himfelf to be forgiven, be harder to appeafe ? 
If my pardon, or love, be of moment to your peace, 
look up fecure of both.' 

^^ Barn^ This go94»efshasQ'ercome me. \^Aftde.'\ Oh, 
air, you know not the nature and extent of my of- 
fence, and I flioold abufe your miftaken bounty to re- 
ceive it. Though I had rather die than fpeak my 
fhame, though racks could not have forced the guilty 
fecret from my breafl, your kindnefs has. 

Thor. Enough, enough; whate'er it be, this con- 
cern fhews you're convinced, and I am fatisfied. How- 
painful is the fenfe of guilt to an ingenuous mind? 
Some youthful folly, which it were prudent not to en- 
quire into. ' When we confider the frail condition 

* of humanity, it may raife our pity, not our won- 

* dcr, that youth fbould go allray; when reafon, 

* weak at the beft, oppofed to inclination, fcarce 

* fol-med, and wholly unaffifted by experience, faintly 

* contends, or willingly becomes the flave of fenfe# 

* The flate of youth is much to be deplored ; and the 
'• more fo; becaufe they fee it not ; being then todan- 
^ ger moft expofed, when they are leaft prepared for 

* tteix defence.' ^Aftde. 

Barti^ 
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Bam. It will be known, and you'll recall your par- 
^on, and abhor me. 

Tbor. I never will. Yet be upo^ your guard in 
this gay, thoughtlefs feafon of your life ; ' when the 

* fenfe of pleafuie'a quick; and paflion's hieh, the 

* voluptuous appetites^ raging and fierce, demand 

* the ftrongeft curb; take heed of a relapfe:* when 
vice becomes habitual, the very power of leaving it is 
loft. 

Barn. Hear me, on my knees, confefs— — 

Thor. Not a fyllable more upon this fubjeft; it 
were not mercy, but cruelty, to near what muft give 
you fuch torment to reveal. 

Barn. This generofity amazes and dift rafts me! 

Thor, This remorfe makes thee dearer to me, than 
if thouliadft never offended. Whatever is your fault, 
of this I am certain, 'twas harder for you to offend, 
than me to pardon. [Exit Thorowgood. 

Barn. Villain! villain! villain! bafely to wrong 
fo excellent a man. Should I again return to folly ! 

Dctefted thought! But what of Millwood then ? 

.. Why, I renounce her 1 give her up The 

ftruggle's^ over, and virtue has prevailea. Reafon 
may convince, but gratitude compels. This unlooked- 
for generofity has iaved me from deftrudlion. [Going. 
Enter a Footman. 

Foot. Sir, two ladies, from your uncle in the couiv- 
try, defire to fee you. 

Barn. Who fliould they be? [4fide.^ Tell them 
I'll wait upon 'em, [Exit Footman.^ Methinks I dread 

to fee 'em Now, every thing alarms me I ■' 

Guilt, what a coward haft thou made me. [Exit^ 

SCENE another room in Thorowgood'/ hpu/e* 

Enter Millwood, hucy, and a Footman, 

Foot. Ladies, he'll wait upon you immediately. 

MiiL 'Tis very well 1 thank you. [Exit. Foot. 

Enter Barnwell. 

Barn, Confufion! Millwood! 

Mill. That angry look tells me, that h«fe I am an 
unwelcome gueft : I feared as much : the unhappy are 
fo pvcry where. 

Bam^ 
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Bam, Will nothing but my ntter ruin content you ? 

M///. Unkind and cniel! Loft myfelf, your hap- 
piuefs is now my only care. 

Barn. How did yoo gain admiffion ? 

M/'/L Saving we were delircd by your uncle to vifit 
and deliver a meflage to you, we were received by tho 
family without fufpicion, and with much rcrpcft con** 
dudled here. 

Barn, Why did you come arall? 

Mi/i, I never (hall trouble you more. I'm come to 
take my leave for ever. Such is the m<iUceofmy 
fate : I go hopelefs, defpairing ever to return. Thif 
hour is Si I have left ; one fhort hour is all I hire to 
beAow on love and y pu^ for , whom I thoag&t Urn 
longei( life too (hort. 

Bam. Then we are met to part for ever. 

Mi'IL It mafl be fo. Yet think not that time or 
ablence fhall ever put a period to my grief, or mak.s 
m« love you lefs. Though I muft \eave you, yet con- 
demn me not. 

Barfi» Condemn you! No; I approve your rcfolu- 
tion, and rejoice to hear it : 'tisjuft, 'tis necefiary ;-— 
I have well weighed, and found it fo., 

Lucy. I am afraid the youn^ man has more ibrffe 
than flie thought he had. ^ [4^^« 

Bam. Before you came, I had determined never to 
fee you more. 

Mil/. Confufion! ^ ^ [^^e^ 

Lucy. Aye, we are all out ; this is a turn fo unex* 
pcfted, tfiat I Ihall make nothing of my part ; 'they 
muft e'en jpliiy the fcene betwixt themfelves. [-^^<?. 

Mill. 'Twas fome relief to think, though abfent, 
yoti would love me ftill; but to find, * though fortune 

* had been indulgent, that you, more cruel and in- 

* Cooftant,'^d7« had refolvrd to cadft me off- — This, as I 
never could expeft, I have not learnt to bear. 

JBam. I am lorry to hear you blame me in a refolutioii 
Aat^o well becomes us botn. 

Mi/i. I have reafon for what I do, but you have none. 

Barm Can we want a res&n for parting, who have 
JoinmrtowUhweficwrhad^ietj ' 
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Mill. Look on me, Barnwell. Am I deformed, or 
old, . that fatiety fo foon fucceeds enjoyment ? Nay, 
look again: am I. not fhe whom vefterday you thought 
the fai reft and the kindeft of her fex; whole hand, 
trembling with extafy, you preffed and moulded thus, 
while on my eyes you gazed with fuch delight, as if de- 
fire increafed by being fed. 

Barn. No more ; let me repent my former follies, if 
pofTible, without remembering what they were. 

Mill. W^j\ 

Barn, Such is my frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 

Mill, Where is the danger, fmce we are to part ? 

Barn, The thought of that already is too painful. 

Mill, If it be pamful to part, then I may hope, at 
leaft, you do not hate me ? 

Barn, No ■ No — I never faid I did— — 

Oh, my heart! 

Mill Perhaps you pity me ? 

Barn, I do 1 do Indeed I do. 

Mill. You'll think upon me? 

Bam. Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

Mill, You may judge an embrace at parting too 
grqat a favour, though it would be thelaft. \^He draivs 

back.^ A look (hall then fuffice Farewell for 

ever. [£.y<?//;?/ Millwood drW Lucy. 

Barn, If to refolve to fuffer be to conquer 1 have 

xonquered . ' Painful vidlory ! 

Re-enter Millwood <7W Lucy. 

Mill. One thing I had forgot — I never muft return 
to my own houfe again. ^ This I thought proper to let 
jyoii know, left your mind (hould change, and you 
ihould feek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this 
fecond intrufion ; I only came to give you this caution, 
and that, perhaps, was needlefs. 

Barn, 1 hope it was; yet it is kind, and I muft 
thank you for it. 

^ill. My friend, your arm. [To Lucy.] Now, 1 
am gone for ever. [Ooing. 

Barn. One thing more Sure there's no dangerin 

knowing where you gOi If you think othcrwifff— 

ilf///. Alas! U^eeping. 
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Lucy, We are rights I find ; that's my cue. \^AJideS\ 
Ah, dear Sir, (he's going (he knows not whither ; but 
go (he muft. 

Barn, Humanity obliges me to wilh vou well : why 
will you thus expofe yourfelf to needlefs troubles ? 

Lucy, Nay, tncre's no help for it: fhe muft quit 
the • town immediately, and the kingdom as foon as 
poffible. It was no fmall matter, you may be fure, 
that could make her refolve to leave you. 

Mill, No more, my friend ; fince he for whofe dear 
fake alone I fuiFer, and am content to fufFer, is kind, 
and pities ;ne ; .where'er I wander, through wilds and 
defarts, benighted and forlorn, that thought fhall give 
me comfort. 

Bartt, For my fake! Ch, tell me how, which 

way I am fo curfed to bring fuch ruin on thee? 

Mill, No matter : I am conrented with my lot# 

Barn, Leave me not in this uncertainty. 

Mill, I have faid too much. 

Bam, How, ho w am I the caufe of your undoing ? 

Mill, To know it will but increafe your troubles. 

Bam. My troubles can't be greater than they are. 

Lucy, Well, well. Sir, if Ine won't fatisfy you, 1 
will. 

Bam, I am boUnd to you beyond expreflion. 

Mill, Remember, Sir, that I defired you not to 
hear it. 

Barn, Begin, and cafe my racking expefkation. 

Lucy, Why, you muft know, my lady here was an 
only child, and her parents dying while ftie was young, 
left" her and her fortune (no inconfidcrable one, I af- 
fure you) to the care of a gentleman, who has a good 
eftate of his own. 

Mill, -Aye, aye, the barbarous man is rich enough ^ 
fejit what are riches, when compared to love! 

Lucy, For awhile he performed the office of a faith- 
ful guardian, fettled her in a houfc, hired her fervants 
— . — But you have feen in what manner ftie has lived, 
fo I need fay no more of that. 

Mill, How I (hall live hereafter ,^ Heaven knows ! 

Lucy, All things went on as one tould wifh ; till 
ibmc time ago, his wife dving, he fell fiolently irt 

love 
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lore with his charge, .and would fain have married 
hcrr Now the man is neither old nor ugly, but a 
^;ood |)erfo;iable fort of a man; but, I don't know how- 
it was, (he could never endure him. In Ihort, her 
ill ufage fo provoked him, that he brought in an 
account of his executbrlhip, wherein he makes her 
debtor to him 

Mill, A trifle in itfelf, but more.tl^n enough to 
ruin me, whom, by this unjuft account, he had drip- 
ped of all before. 

Lucy, Now, (he having neither money nor friend^ 
except rpe, who am as unfortunate as herfelf, he com- 
pelled her to pafs his account, and eive bond for th« 
fum he demanded ; but ftill provided handfomely for 
her> and continued *his courtlhip, till being informed 
by his fpies (truly I fufpeft fpme in her own fjlmily) 
that you were entertained in her houfe, and ftaid with 
her all night, he came this morning raving and ftorm- 
ing like a mad-man$ talks no more of marriage, (fo 
there's no hope of making up matters that way) but 
TOWS her ruin, unlefs fhe'll allow him the fame favour 
that he fuppofes (he granted you. 

Ban/, Muft fhe be ruined, or find a refuge in an- 
©ther's arms ? 

Mill, He gave me but ^n hour to refplve in: that't 
happily fpent with you And now I go 

£ar//. To be expofed to all the rigours of the vari- 
ous feafons; thefumm^r's parching heat, and winter's 
cold ; unhoufed, to wander frienflefs through the un- 
hofpitable world, in mifery and want ; attended with 
fear and danger, and purfued by malice and revenge 
Would'ft thou endure all this for me, and can I do no- 
thing, nothing to prevent it ? 

Lufj, 'Tis really a pity there can be no way found 
out. 

Barff, Oh, where are all my refolutionj now ? * Like 

* early vapours, or the morning de\v, cHafed by the 
fun's warm beams, they're vanilhed and loft, iw though 

• they had hever been.* 

Lffcy, Now, I advifed h^r. Sir, to conwly with the 
gentleman ; * that would not only put ao end to her trou- 
*; Wb> but make ber fortune at once/ 
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Bam. Tornienting fiend, away! I had rather periih, 
nay, fee her perifti, than have her iaved by hino. I 
will, myfdf, prevent her ruin, though with my own. 
A moment's patience; I'll return immediately* 

[Exit BamwelL 
Lucy. 'Twas well jrou came, or, by what 1 can per- 
ceive, you had loft him. . \ 

Mill, That, I mud confefs,. wa« a danger I did not 
forefee : I was only afraid he (hould have come with- 
out money. You know, a houfe of entertainment, 
like mine, is not kept without expence. 

Lucy. That's very true; but. then you Ihoald be lea- 
fonable in your demands; 'tis pity to ilifcourage a 
young man. 

Mill. I-eave that to me.- 

Re-enter Barnwell twith a hag ofmonfym 
Bam* What am I about to do? ■■ ■ Now y<Ni, - 
who boaft your reafon all-Tufficient, fuppofe yoarfelves 
in my condition, and determine for me; whether 'tis 
right to let her fuffer for my faultJ, or, by this fmall 
acuiition to my guilt, prevent the Ul tStdi of what it 
paft? 

LttQ\ Thefe young fmners think every thing in the 

ways of wickednefs fo llrange! — But I could tell, 

him that this is nothing but what's very cpmmon ; 
for one vice as naturally l)egetfi another, as a father a 
fon. But he'll find out th^ himfdf, if he lives long 
enough. . ^ I4fide* 

Barft. Here, take this, and with it purchafe your 
deliverance; return to your hoi/e, ana live in peace, 
and fafety. 

Mill. So, -I may hope to fee jou there again? 

Bam. Anfwer me not^ but fly-^eft, in the agonietn 

of my remorfe, I again take what is not aiine to give,. 

and abandon thee to want and mlfery. . 

Mill. Say bat'you'fl come. . 

Bam. You are my fate— my ' Heaven, or my hell J» 

only leave me now— difpofe of me hereafter as you. 

pleaie. [Exeunt Millwood and Lucv.] What have I^ 

done ? Were my refolutions founded on reafon, and. 

fiacerdy made? Why then 'has Heavea fufiered me* 

\ B ^ 
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to fall? I foaght not die occaiion ; and, if my heart 
deceives me not, com{>affion and gcnerofity were my 
motives; ' Is virtue inconfiftent with itfelf^ or are 

* vice and virti^ only emptv names; or do they dc- 
^ pend on accidents, beyond our power to produce or 

♦ to prevent, wherein we have no part, and yet muft 

' be determined by the eVent ?' But why fhould I 

attempt to reafon f All is confudon, horror, and re* 
moHe. I find I am loft, caft down from all my late* 
ere^led hope, and plunged again in guilt, yet fcarcf 
know how or why- 
Such undiftinguifh'd horrors make my brain. 

Like hell, the feat of darknefs, and of pain. 

[Exif. 
^ . . / 

AC T III. S C E N E rt room in Thorowgood's 



Thorowgood ,i^nd Trueman dif covered {^itb accouHf^ 
books) fitting at a table* * 

« T]&d»r.]Vy|ETHINKS I would not have you only 

LVI * learn the method of merchandize, ana 

^ praftifc it hereafter merely as a means of jeetting 

• wealth : it will be well worth your pains to ftudy it 

• as a fcience, to fee how it is founded in reafon, and 

• the nature of things j how it promotes humanity, as 

• it has opened, and yet kept up, an intercourfe be- 

• tween nations, far remote from one another in 

• iituation, culloms, and religion; promoting arts, 

• induftry, peace, and plenty ; oy mutual benents dif- 

• fufing mutual love from pole to pole. 

• Tr. Something of this I have confidered, and 
•^hope, by your affiftance, to extend my thoughts 

• much farther. I have obferved thofe countries, 

• where trade is promoted and encouraged, do not 
« make difcoveries to deftroy, but to improve mankind 

• by love and friendfhip ; to tame the ncrce, and po« 

• lifh the moft'favage; to teach them the advanta^ 

• of honeft traffic, oy taking from them, with their 
' own confent, their ufelefs fuperfluities, and giving 

• iksoi, in return, what, {rom their ignorance in 

< fnanuj 
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' manual «rts, their fituation, or fome other accident, 

* they ftand in ticcd of/ 

* Thar* « 'Tis juftly obferved: the popolooa Eaft, 

* luxuriant,, abounds with glittering jpms, bright 

* pearls, aromatic fpices, and health-re£>ring druffs: 
^ the late-found Wddem world's rich earth glows with 
^' unnumbered ydns of gold and filver ore. On every 
' climate, and on every country. Heaven has bdftowed 
' fome good, peculikr to itfelf* It is the induftriont 

* mercmint's bufinefs to colled the various bleffings of 
' each foil and climate, and, with the produd of the 
« whole, to enrich his native country.* — ^— Well, I 
have examined your accounts ; th^ ate not only juft, 
as I have always found them, but reeularly kept^ and ' 
fairly entered. I commend your diligence. Method 

'In bufinefs is the fureft guide : * he who negk^ It 

* frequently ftumbles, and always wandars perplexed, 
^ uncertain, and in danger.' Are Barnwell's accounts 
ready for my infpedtion \ He does not ufe to be the 
laft on thofe occalions. 

fr. Upon receiving yOur orders he retired; I 
fought, m ibme confufion. If you pleafe, I'll go 
and &iften him. I hope he has not been guilTjr of any 
-aiedieft. 

Yhor. Vm now going to the Exchange : let him 
Imow, at my return I exped to find him ready. 

Ettter Maria *with a took. Sits and readsi 

Ma. How forcible is truth ? The weakeft mind, 
xiiimrel with love of that, fixed and coUeded in itielf, 
with indifierence bdiolds the united force of earth 
am^ hell oppofing. Such fouls are railed above the 
feme of pain, or fo fupported that they regard it not« 
'The martyr cheaply purchafes his Heaven ; fmall arc 
ms iufierings, great is his rev(rard. Not fo the wretdi 
who combats love with duty ; whofe mind, weakened, 
^nd difiblved by' the foft p^tfiton, feeble and hopdefe, 
oppofes his own defires— •— What is an hour, a day, 
^ year of pain, to a whole life of tortures inch as 
thefe? 
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Enter Trueman. 

Tr. Oh, Barnwell ! Oh, my friend ! how art thoo 
fallen! 

Ma, Ha! Barnwell! What of him? Speak, {ay, 
what of Barnwell? 

Tr, 'Tis not to be concealed : IVe news to tell of 
him that will afflift ypur generous father, yourfelf, and 
all who know him. 

Ma, Defend us. Heaven ! 

^r, I cannot fpeak it. See there. 

[Trueman gives a Utter y Maria readu 

•* I know my abfence will furprize my honoured 
liiafter and yourfelf; and the more, when you (hall 
underftand, that the reafon of my withdrawine is, my 
having embezzled part of the calh with whicn I was 
cntrufted. After this, 'tis needlefs to inform yo^^ 
that I intend never to return ^agaln. Though this 
might have been known by examining my accounts.; 
yet to prevent that unneceflary trouble, and to cut off 
all ffuitlefs expeditions of my return, I have left this 
fromtheloft George Barnwell.** 

Tr, Loft indeed! Yet how he (hould be guilty of 
what Tie Jiere charges himfelf withal, raifes my wonder 
equal to my grief. Never had youth a higher fenfe of 
virtue. Juftly he bought, and as he thought he- 
pradifexl ; never was life more regular than his. An 
underftandine uncommon at his years ; an open, ge- 
jierous, manlmefs of temper ; his manners eaiy, unaf- 
feded, and engaging. 

Ma, This, and n?uch more, you might have faid 
with truth. He was the delight of every eye, and joy 
of every heart that knew him. 

Tr, Since fuch he was, and was my friend, can I 
fupport his lofs ? ^ Sec, the faireft, happieft maid this 
wealthy city boafts, kindly condefcends to weep for 
thy unhappy fate, poor, ruined Barnwell ! 

Ma, Trueman, do you think a foul fo delicate as 
his, fo fenfibk of (hame, can e'er fubmit to live a 
ilavc to vice ? 

Tr, Never, never. So well I know him, I'm fur£ 
this adl of his, fo contrary to his nature, mifthave 
|)cqi caufed b^ foxnc unavoidable neceflity. 

Ma. 
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Ma. Is there no means yet to preferve him ? 

Tr. Oh, that there were! But few men recover 
their reputation loil, a merchant never. Nor would 
he, I fear, though I ihould find him, ever be brought 
to look his injured mafter in die face. 

Ma, I fear as much, and therefore would never 
have my father know it. 

Tr, That's impofGble. 

Mil. \M^at's the fum ? 

Tr, 'Tis confiderable. I've marked it here, to fhcw . 
it, with the letter, to your father, at his return. 

Ma, If I (hould fupply the toopcy, could you fo 
difpofe of that and the account,, as to conceal this un- 
happy mifmanagement from my father ? 

Tr,. Nothing mQre t2ify. But can you intend it ?• 
Will you fave a helplefs wretch from rum ? Oh, 'twere 
an a^t worthy fuch exalted virtue as Maria's ! Sure 
Heaven, in mercy to my friend, infpired the gene- 
rous thought. 

^ Afflr,. -Doubt not but I would purchafe fo great a 
hkppioefs at a much dearer price. But how £aQ hei 
betound? 

Tr, Truft to my diligence for that. In the mean . 
time 111 conceal his abfence from your father, or find 
fiich excuiies for it, that the real caufe fball never be 
fu&eded. 

ma. In attempting to fave from ftiame, one whom, 
we hope may yet return to virtue, to Heaven, and 
you, the only vitnefTes of this aftion, I aj^al, whe- 
ther I do any thing mifbecoming my fex and charafter. 
^ Tr, Earth muft approve the deed, and H^ven, I 
doubt not, will reward it. 

Ma. If Heaven fucceeds it I am well rewarded, A 
virgin's fame is fuUied by fufpicion's lighted breath ; 
and, therefore, as this muft be a fecrct from my father 
and the world, for Barnwell's fake, for mine, let it be 
£6 to him. [ExamU 

S C E N E tf room in Millwood'j/5tf«/^. 

Enter iMcy tf»y Blunt. . .»• 

.^Lucy, Well, what do you think of Millwood's con- 
duft now? 

B I Blum. 
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Blunt. I own it is (urprifing. I don't know which 
to admire moft^ her feigned^ or his real paffion ; though 
I have foTnetimes been afraid that her avarice would 
difcovcr her. But his youth and want of experience 
make it the eafier to impofe on him. 

Lucy* No, it is his love. To do him juftlcej, not- 
withfranding his youth, he don't want underftanding. 
But you men are much eafier impofed on in thefe aU 
fairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe, LiH 
me fee the wifeft of you all as much in love with me 
ai Barnwell is with Millwood, and I'll engage to make 
as ^reat a fool of him. 

BlunU And, all circumftances coafidered, to make 
as much money of him too. 

Luc^. 1 can't anfwer for that. Her artifice in mak- 
ing him rob his mafter at firft, and the various ftrata* 
geins by ivhich fhe has obliged him to continue that 
€Ourfe, aftonifh even me, who know her fo well. 
^ Blunt. But then you are to onfider that the money 
l^as his mailer's. 

Lucy* There was the diflic \y of it. Had it been 
h\% own, it had been nothing. Were the world his, 
ihe might have it for a imile. But thoie golden days 
are gone; lie's ruined, and Millwood's hopes of far- 
ther profits there are at an end. 

Bamt, That's no more than we all expeAcd. 

Lucj, Being called by hit mailer to make up his ac- 
counts^ he was forced to auit his houfe and fervice, and 
wifely iUes to Millwood tor relief and entertainment. 

Blnnt. I have not heard of this before. How did 
Ihe receive him ? 

Lucy. As you would expeft. She wondered what 
he meant, was afloniihed at his impudence, and, with 
an air of modefty peculiar to herfelf, fwore fo heartily 
that ihe never faw him before, t^at ihe put me out of 
countenance. 

Blunt. That's much, indeed T But how did BamweU 
bdiavc? 

Lucy. He grieved; and, at length, enraged at this 
barbarous treatment, was preparing to be gone ; and 
making towards the door, ihewea a fom of money, 

whick 
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^liidb he had brought from his xnafter 't, the laft be is 
ever likely to have from iheace. 

Btun't. fiut then> Milhrood— -• 

Lmcy. Ayt, (he, with her ufoal adchefs^ ittoined ta 
ber old arts of lying, fwearing, and dMfemblingi 
hung on his neck, wqpt, and fwoie 'tmm metnt in joL 
^e amorous youth melted into tears^ threw the moBey 
into her lap, and fwore he had rather die than thiqk 
berfalfc. 

Bluttt, Strange infatuation ! 

Lttc^. fiut w&t enfued was ftranger ftilL As doubtt 
and rears, followed by reconcilemdnt, ever increale 
love, where the; paffion is fincere, fo in him it cauied 
fo wild^ a transport of exceflive fondnds, fuch joy» 
fnch grief, fuch pleafure, and fuch anguiAi, that na- 
^re leemed finking with the weight, and his charmed 
foul difpofed to quit his breaft for her's. ^uft then» 
when every paffion with lawlefs anarchy preyailed« and 
leafion was in the raging tempeft loft« me cruel, artful 
,&filhvood prevailed upon the wretched yoath to pro* 
ioile-*what I tremble but to think on. 

J?&c«r. lamamazed! Whatcanitbet 

iMTf. You will be more fo' to hear— it is to attempt 
die lite of his neareft relation, and beft beaefaAor* * 

£itmt» His uncle! whom we have often hausdUR 
Tpeak of, as a gentleman of a lam eftate^ and fijtr 
cWadbriJn the country where he lives* 

Lmcj^. The fame. She was no fooner poOeflbd o(itm 
hft dear purchafe of his ruin, but her avarici^ infi^ 
tiate as the grave, demanded this horrid facsifice* 
Barnwell's near relation, * suid unfuijpe^ed virtue, 

* tnuft give too eafy means to feize this good man't 

* treafure/ whofe blood muft feal the dreadful fecret^ 
and prevent the terrors ofhero^uilty fears. . 

Blmif. Is it poflible Sie coiud perfuade him* to do an 
a^ like that ? He is by nature noiteft, graceful, com* 
paffionate, and Venerous ; ' and though his love, zai 

* her artful perfuafions, have.wtonght him to px^tifii 
'* what he oioft abiiori, jet we ail can witoeft for him, 
' with what reli^dbiiee he has flill.conplsed; fo qaany 
' tpars he fhed o'ereadi offence, at arig|ht» if poffibk* 
« iafietify .thefts and make a moil of S csiaM.^ 

B4 . ltfff» 



J2 GEORGE BARNWELL. 

Luey, 'Tis'true, at the naming of the murder of his 
uncle he flarted into rage , and, breaking from* her 
arms, (where fhe till then had held him with well-dif • 
iembled love, and falfe endearments) called her cruel, 
monfier, devil, and tcld her fhe was bom for "his de- 
finition. She thought it not for herpurpofe to meet. 
his rage with her rage, but affeded a moft paffionatc 
fit of grief, railed at ner fate, and curfed her wayward 
flars, that ftill her wants fhould force her to prefs him 
to aft fuch deeds, as fhe mufl needs abhor as well at 
he. She told him necefCty had no law, and love m> 
bounds ; that therefore he never truly loved , but meant, 
in her neceffity, to forfake her. Then Ihc kneeled, 
and fwore, that fmce by his refufal he had given her 
caufe to doubt his love, fhe never would fee him more, 
unlefs, to prove it true, he robbed his uncle to fupply 
her wants, and murdered him to keep it from dis- 
covery. 

Bhatt. I am aftonifhed ! What faid he ? 

Lucy, Speechlefs heftood ; but in his face you mieht 
have read, that various paffions tore his very foul. Oft 
he in anguifh threw his eyes towards Heaven, 'and 
• * then as often bent their beams on her ;' then wept and 
groaned, and beat his troubled breafl ; at length, with 
horror not to be exprcflTed, he cried. Thou curfedTair, 
have r not given dreadful proofs of love? What 
drew ;ne from my youthful innocence, and dained my 
thea nnfpottcd loul, but love? What caufed me to 
rob my worthy, gentle mafler, but curfed love? What 
makes mcnow a fugitive from his fervice, loathed by 
myfclf, and fcomed by all the world, but love? What 
fills my^eyes with tears, my foul with torture never felt 
^n this fide death before ? Why love! love! love! And 
why, above all, do I refolve (for, tearing his hair, he 
cried, I do refolve) to kill my uncle? 

Blunt. Wiis fhe not moved ? It makes me weep t« 
hear the fad relation. 

Lucy. Yes with joy, that fhe had gain'd h^r 

point. She gave him no time to cool, but ureed him 
to attempt it inflantly. He's now gene. If he per- 
forms it, and cfcajpes, there's more money for her; if 
not, he'll ne'er return, and then fhe's fairly rid of him, 

Blunu 



GEORGE BARNWELL. jj 

' hluHt- 'Tist'metheworldwereridofruchamonfter. 

Lucy. If we don't afe mvLt endeaYourt to prevent the 
murder, we ar6 as bad as (he. 

Blwit. I'm afraid it is too late? 

Lucy. Perhaps not. Her bori^arity to Barnwell makes 
me hate her. We hare run too great a length with 
her already. I did not -think her or myfelf fo widoei' 
aslfindy upon refledion, we are. 

Blunt. 'I'is true,^ we have all been too much ib. 
Bat there is fomcthing ib horrid in murder, ^at all 
other crimes feem nothing, when compared to that;^ I 
would not be involved in the guilt of it for all the. 
world. 

Lucy. Nor I, Heaven knows. Therefore let ns dear 
ourielves, by doing all that's in pur power to prevent' 
it. I ha\'e jaft thought of a way, tnat to me ieemg' 
probable. Will you join with me to detedl this curfed* 
defijn? 

Sluut. With all my heart. He who knows of » 
mutder intended to be committed, and does not difcover 
it, in the eye of the hw and reafon, is a murderer. 

'LMcy. Let xis lofe no time. I'll acquaint yon with 
the particulars as we go. -"*. [Exitmi. 

SCENE a nvqlk, at/ome iiftautefrvm a enmtfyfmt^ 
'£«/^r Barnwell. 

Bam. A difmal ^loom obfcures the face of day* 
Either the fun has flipped behind a cloud, or joumies 
down the weft of Heaven with more than common 
ipeed> to avoid the light of what I am doomed to aA« 
Since I fct forth on this accurftd dcfign,. where'er I 
tread, methinks the folid earth trembles benelth 'mjr 
feet. ** Murdermy uucU i** * Yonder limpid ftream»» 

* whoie hoary fall has made a natural cafcade, as I 
' .paiOfed by, in doleful accents feemed to murmu r 

*■ murder! The earth, the air, and water feemed coo-' 
deemed. But that's not flrange : the world is punifhed^ 

• and nature feels 4 ihock, when Providence permits a* 
' ffobd man's (^ Juft IJeaven! then what fliould- 
< I fed fox hixn that ^u b^ father's only brother^ 

fiS * « and 
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* and, fince his Heathy has been to me a father ; that 
\ topk me up an infant and an orphan, reared me with 

* tendereft care,^ and ftill indulged me with moft 

* paternal f ondnefs ! Yet here I ftand his deftined mu r- 

* dcrer.' ^I ftiffen widi horror at my own impiety— 

*Tls yet unperform^— What if I quit my bloody 
poipofe, and fly the place .^ [Going, then flops. i^-^-^^vlI 
whither. Oh, whither (hall 1 fly ? My ma&r's once 
friendly doors ar^ ever ihut againil me, and without 
money Millwood will never fee me more ; and (he has 
got fuch firm po&ffion of my heart, and governs there 
with fuch defpotic fway, that life is not to be endured 
without her. Aye, there's the caufe of all my fin and 
Ibrrow t 'tis more than love; it is the fever of the foul, 
and 'madnefs of defire. In vain does nature, reafon, 
confcioioe, all oppofe it ; the impetuous paflion bean 
4own all before it, and drives me on to luft, to theft, 
and murder. Oh, confcience, feeble guide to virtue* 
thou only iheweft us when we go aflray; but wanteft 
power to flop us in our courfe.!— Ha! in yonder ihady 
walk I fee my uncl e . He's alon e Now for my 

^ifguife, [Plucks out a i;/wr.] — This is hit fiour of 
private meditation. Thus daily he prepares his foul 

for Heavert, while I- But what have I to do with 

He&ven ? — ^Ha ! no ftruggles, confcience 

Hence, hence remorfe, and t:f*rf thought that's good ; 
The ftorm that luft began mufl end in blood. 

[Putt on the *vizor, dranvs aptftdf andexUm 
S C £ N £ iz clofe lualk, ht a nvoodm 
. Enter Uncle. 
Un. If I were fnperftitious, I (hould fear fome dan- 
ger loiked un^n, or denth were nigh. A heavy me- 
lancholy clouds my fpirits. My imarination is filled 
with ghaftly forms of dreary graves, and bodies changed 
by death; when the pale lengthened vifaee attnAs each 
w«q>ing eye, and nils the mufing foul at once with 
grief and horror, ptty and avernon. I will indul^ 
me thought. The wife man prepares himfelf &t 
death by making it fiuniliar to ms nund. When 

ftrong 
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Itrong refie^ons hold the mirror Jiear» an«f tb§ livim 
ia the dead behold their fatore ielf : how does e«£ 
inordinate paffion »nd defire ceale, or ficken at the 
yiewi The mind fcarce moYCs; the blood cinrdliiiff 
and chilled, creepa flowly throi^h the veins; fixdU 
ftiO, and motionlefs we &ttd« ib like the folemn ob- 
jed of onr thoughts, we are almoft at prefimt what wp 
moft be hd^after; till curiofity awakes die taolg and 
lets it on enquiry. 

£ji/«r George BamweUt Ma iifimmu 
Oh, death! thou ftrange, mjrftoioasDOWcr, leeaereqr 
day, vet never undei^ood, but by toe inoommunica* 
.tive Mad, what art tKou ? The extenfive mbdof omos* 
diat widi a thought circles the earth's vaft g^obe, fiidct 

* to the centre, or afcends above the ftars; that worida 
exotic finds, or thinks it finds, thy tKick clouds attempts 

' to pais in vain; loft and bewildered in die horrid 

?;loom, defisated, ihe returns more doilbtfiil than be« 
ore, of nothing certain but of labour loft. 
\pMtitt9thisfpeecb Biim^fXLJ^miiims frifimit the fj/kl^ 

Barm. Oh, 'tisimpofiiblel [Tif^whtiJtvimttefi^. 
[Uncliftarts, mmdattemfts to draw hisjkmrd^ 

Uncle. A man ib near mel armed and maf^ii|Bd«— « 

BarM, Nay, then there's no retreat. 

[Flacks a foignardfrwa his hffom^ amiJltAs him. 

Ihde* Oh, lam flainl All gradotts Heaven, r^pird 
the prayer of thv dying fervant : blefii, with the duxceft 
blemn^, my deareft nq)hew; fojrgive vny jneidever^p 
and take my fleeting foul to endlds mercy 1 
[fiamwdl ihrtnvs off bis asafit^ mm U Usa, aadimfUtsg 
fy bim, raifes and cbafes bim. 

Bam. Expiring iaint ! Oh, murdered, martyred un« 
cle 1 lift up vour d^ng eyes, and view your nephew 

in your mur&er.-> Oh, do not look fo teoderly 

upon me -Let indignation lighten fmm your ey»i» 
and blaft >me ere you die.*-— fiy Heaven, he wee^ 
in pity of my woes. T ears, tears for blood.-*—- 

The murdered, in the agonies of death, weeps f<»r hia 

aiQiderer. —Oh, fpeak vour jnous purpofii; pro- 

jM)9iiKe my pardon then, and take me with you 

r t6 He 
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He would, but cannot. — Oh, why with fuch fond af- 

teftion do you prefa my murdering hand? [Umle 

Jtghs and dies. ^ 'What, will you kifs me?' Life, 
that hovered on his lips but till ht had fealed my par- 
don, in that figh expired! He's gone for ever — • and, 

• Oh ! I follow \^Stwoons aivay upon his uncle* s dead 

hodyC\ • Do I ftill breathe, and taint with my infeftious 
breath the wholcfome air ? Let Heaven from its high 
throne, in juftice or in mercy, now look down on that 
dear murdered faint, and me the murderer, and if his 
vengeance fpares, let pity ftrike, and end my wretched 

being. Murder the worft of crimes, and parricide 

the worft of murders, and this the worft of parricides^ 

• Cain, who ftands on record from the birtn of time, 

• and muft to its laft final period, as accurfed, flew a 

• brother favoured abo\'€ him : detefted Nero, by an- 
■ other's hand, difpatched a mother that he feared and 

• liated : but I, with my own hand, have murdered a 

• brother, mother, father, and a friend, moft loving 

• and beloved.— This execrable aft of mine is without 

• a parallel. — ^Oh, may it ever ftand alone, the laft o£ 

• murders as it is the worft ! 

* The rich man thus, in torment and defpair* 

* Preferred his vain, his charitable prayer. 

* The fool, his own foul loft, would fain be wife 
< For othiers good; but Heaven his fuit denies. 
•By laws and meant well-known wc ftand or fall, 
« And one eternal rule remains for all.* 

** Oh^ may it enter ftand alone accurft^ 
•* The lafti of murders as it it the nuorftJ* 

ACT IV. SCENE a room in Thorowgoed'f hm/e. 
EuterMzrh, meeting Truenmi^ 
\ MajtiaJf TOW falfely.do they judge, who cenfiire 
£X * or applaud, as we're afflifted or re- 

• warded here? 1 know I am. unhappy; yet cannot 

• charge myfelf with aay^ crime, more than the com- 

• mon frailties of our kind, that ihouM provoke juft 
' Heaven to mark me out for fufteringt fo uncommon 

• and fevere» Falfdy to accufe our£elvcf« Heaven muft 

* abbots 
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» abhor. Then it is juft and right that innocence 
« (hould fuffer ; for Heaven muft b^ juft in all its wap. 

• Perhaps by that we arc kept from moral evils much 

• worfc than penal, or more improved in virtue. Or 

• may not the leffer ills that we fuftain, be made the 
« itieans of greater good to others ? Might all the joy- 

• lefs days and fleeplefs nights that 1 have pafTed^ but 
« purchafe peace for thee, 

* Thou dear, dear caufe of all my grief and patn, 

* Small were the lofs, aud infinite the gain ; 

* Tliough to the grave in fecret love I pine, 

* So life, aud fame, and happinefs were thine/ 
What news of Barnwell ? 1 

Tr. None ; I have fought him with th» greatcft di- 
ligence, but all in vain. 

Ma. Docs my father yet fufpcdl the caufe oi his 
abfencc i 

Tr, All appeared Co juft and fair to him, it is not 
poffible he ever (hould. But his abfcnce will no loif- 
ger be concealed. Your father is wife ; -and though 
he feems to hearken to the friendly excufes I would 
make for Barnwell, yet I am afraid he regards *cm 
only as ^uch, without fuftering them to influence his 
judgment. 

* Ma, How docs the unhappy youth defeat all our 

• dcfiens to fcrve him ! yet I can never repent what 
« we have done. Should he return, 'twill make his 

* reconciliation with my father eafier, and prcfervc 

* him from future reproach of a malicious ana unfor- 

• giving world.' 

Enter Thorowgood aKJ Lucy, 
Tifor» This woman here has given me a fad, and, 
hating fome circumftanccs, too probable an account of 
fiamwdrs defection. ^ 

. LMcy, I am forry. Sir, that my frank confeflion of 
my former unhappy courfe of life Ihould caufe you to 
fufpcft'my truth on this occafion. 

T^r.: It is not that.; yqur confeftion has 11^ it 1^ 
the appearance of, tpirfi. Alnoilgmatiy other parti- 
culars, (he informs me, that Barnwell has«#bcen in* 
fluenced to break his truft, and wrong me, at feveral 
dtoes, of confiderablc fums of mooc^'. Now, as I 

know 
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know this to be falfe^ I would fain doubt the whole of 
hsr xebtaon, too dreadful to be willinely believed* 

Ma* Sir, your pardon: ,1 find niyfelf on afudden fo 

indsfpo&d, that i oui0 retire. ' Providence oppofes 

.'ail attempts to fave him/ Poor, ruined Barnwell! 

. Wretched, loft Maria ! . [j^^de.' £a:// Maria. 

Thor. How am I diftrefled on every fide ! Pity for 
that unhappy youth, feaf for the life of a much valu- 
able friend — and then my child — -the only joy and 
hope of my declining life I—— Her melancholy in- 
creafes hourly, and gives me painful apprehenfions of 

herjois Oh, Trueman, this perfon informs me 

that your friend, at the inftigation of an impious wo* 
man, is eone to rob and murder his venerable uncle. 

Tr. OTw execrable deed ! I'm blafted with the hof-. 
ror of the thought! 

Lu^. This delay may ruin all. 

Tior. What to do, or think, I know not. That he 
ever wronged me, I know is &Ue : the reft may be fo 
too; there s all my hope. 

Tn Truft not to that; rather fuppofe airtrue, than 
lofe a moment's time. . Even now tne horrid d^ed may 
he doing — dreadful imagination f-^-or it may be done, 
and we be vainly debating on the means to prevent 
what is already paft. 

Tlfor. Hiis earneftnefs convinces me that he knows 
inorethan he has yet difcovered. What, bo ! without 
there, who wait»^ 

Eftter a Servant. 
Order the groom to fadd!e the fwifteft horfe, and pre- 
pare to fet out with fpeed; an aflfair of life and death 
demands his dilijgence. \ExH Servant,'] Foryou, whofe 
.Jy;haviour on this occafion I have no time to commend 
as it deferves, I muft engage your further afiiftance. 
Return, and obferve this MiUwood till I come. I have 
your dire^ons, and will follow you as fooaas t^offiUe* 
^Exit Lucy.] . Trueman, yon, I am fure, will not be 
idle on thib occafion. ^ \Exit Thoiowgood^ 

TV. He only who is a friend^ can judge of my 
diftrofs^^ . [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE Millwood's io/i/e. 

E/ti€r Millwood. 

Mill. I wifti I Iciicw the event of his defign. The 
attempt without fucccfs would ruin him. ■ ■ WcU, 
what have I to apprehend from that ? I^ fear too 
much. The mifchief being only intended^ his friends, 
through pity of his youth , turn all their xage on me* 
I fhould have thought of that before. Suppofe the 
deed done; then, and then only, I (hall be fecure— 
Or what if he returns without attempting it at all——* 

SEjtter Barnwell ilooify.] But he is here, and I 'have 
one him wrong. His bloody hands (hew he has 
done the deed, but (hew4ie wants the prudence to 
conceal it. 

Barn. Where (hall I hide me? Whither (hall I fly 
to avoid the fwift unerring hand of jufUce ? j 

MilL Difmifs your fears: though thoufands had 
purfued you to the door, yet being entered here, you 
are as fafe as innocence. I have a cavern, by art fo 
cunningly contrived, that the piercing eyesof jealoofy 
and revenfi;e may fearch in vain, nor nnd the entrance 
to the fate retreat. There will I hide you, if any 
danger's near. 

Barm. Oh, hide me ■ . from myfelf, if it bepoA 

fible ; for while I bear my confcience in my boumi, 
though I were hid where naan's eye never faw, nor 
light ere dawned, 'twere all in vain. For, Oh, that 
inmate, that impartial judge, will try, convift, and 
fentence me for murder, and execute me with never- 
ending torments. Behold thefe hands all crimfoned 
t)'cr with my dear uncle's blood. Here's a fight to 
make a ftatue ftart with horror, or turn a living man 
Into aftatue! 

. Mill. Ridiculous! Then it ieems you are afraid of 
your own (hadow, or, what islefsthanafhadow^yottf 
confcience. 

• Bam. Though to man unknown I did die accurfed 
jtA, what can hide me from Heaven's all-feeing eye ? 

Mill. No more of this ftnff! What advantage hmvm 
^ yo« 
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COQ ipade by his death; or what advantage may yet 
c made of it ? Did yoa fetrure the keys of his trca- 
furc, which, no doubt, were about him ? What gold, 
what jewels, or what elfe of value have you brought 
HUe? ' ^ 

BarM, Think voa I added facrilege to murder! Oh; 
had you ieen him as his life flowed from him in a 
crimfon flood, and heard him praying for me by the 
double name of nephew and of murderer; (alas, alas, 
he knew not then that his nephew was his murderer !) 
how would yoa have wifhed, as I did. though yoa 
had a thoufand years of life to come, to have given 
them all to have lengthened his one hour. Btrt being 
d^, I fled the fight of what my hands had done; nor 
could I, to have gained the empire of the world, have 
violated, by theft, his facred corpfe. 

Mi/L Whining, prepoflerous, canting villain! to 
murder your uncle, rob him of life, nature's firft^ 
laft, dear prerogative, after which thm's no injury, 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and 
bring to me your penury and guilt. Do you think 
1*11 hazard my reputation, nay, my life, to entertain 
you ? 

Bar/i. Oh, Millwood! this from thee ? * 

But I have done — If you hate me, if you wifti me 
dead, then are you happy ; for. Oh, 'tis furc my grief 
will quickly end me. 

MjIL In this madnefs he will difcover all, and in* 
volve me in liis ruin. We are on a precipice, from 
whence there's no retreat for boxh. Then to prcfen^e 

my felf [Pat/fes.l There is no other way, 

'Tis dreadful ; but refiedion comes too late when dan- 
«;er's prefling, and there's no'' room for choice. It muflr 
be done* [^Afide* Rings a bell; enter a Servant,']-^ 
Fetch me an officer, and feize this villain. He ha3 
confeis'd himfelf a murderer. Should I let him efcape, 
I might jufUy be thought as bad as he. 

[Exi/ Servants 

Barn, Oh^ Millwood I fure you do not, you can- 
not mean it. Sto[> the meflenger ; upon n^y knees, 
1 beg. you'd caU him b^ck. 'Tia.fit l.die; indeed, 

but 



GEORGE BARNWELL.' 41 

but not by you. I will this inftant throw myfelf in- 
to the hands of judice, indeed I willj for death h all 
I wilh. But thy ingratitude £0 tears my wounded 
foul, 'tis worfe ten thoufand times tkan death with 
torture. 

MiiL Call it what yon will : I am willine to live, 
and live fccurp, whicn nothing but your death caa 
warrant. 

Ban/. If there be a pitch of wickedncfs that fets 
the author beyond the reach of vengeance, you muft 
be fecure. But what remains for me, but a diftnal 
dungeon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and 
an ignominious death, jaftly to fall unpitied and ab- 
horred? * After death to be fufpended between Hea- 

• yen and earth, a dreadful fpe^lacle, the warning 
' and horror of a gaping crowd !* This I could bear, 
nay, wifli not to avoid, had it but come from any 
band but thine. 

Enter Blunt, Oj^cer, and Attendants, 
. Mill, Heaven defend me! Conceal a mupdcierl 
Here, Sir, take this youth into your cuftody, I accufc 
him of murder, ana will appear to ir.ake good my 
charge, [They/^ize him. 

Barit. To whom, of what, or hew fhall 1 complain? 
I'll not accuCe her. The hand of Heaven is in it, and 
this the ponifhment of lull and parricide. * Yet Hca^ 
' ven, that juftly cuts mc ofF, ftill fuffers her to live; 

• "perhaps to punifh others. Tremendous mercy I So[ 
' Sends are curfed with immortality, to be the execu- 

• tioners of Heaven.* 

Be wam'd ye youths, who fee my fad defpair ; 
Avoid lewd women, falfe as they are fair. 

• By reafon guided, honcft joys purfue ; *% 

• The fair to honour and to virtue true, >. 

• Juft to herfelf, wil^ ne'er be ^Ife to you.* j 
By my example learn to fhun my fate, 

(How wretched is the man who's wife too late !} . ^ 
Ere innocence, and fame, and life be loft. 
Here purchafe wifdom cheaply at nay coft. 

[£';r«w/ Barnwell, Officer y and Attendants^ 
Mill. Where's Lucy ? Why is fhe.abfent at fucli « 
time? 

Blunt. 



41 GEORG't BARNWELL. 

Bltmt. Would I had been fo too! Lucy will fooa^ 
be here ; and I hope to thjr coi^ufi^n, thou devil ! 

Mrf/. Infolent! This to me! 

B/tmt. The worft that wekn«w ©f the devil is, that 
lie firft feduces to fin, and then betrays to punifhment. 

[Exit Blunt. 

MiU. They difapprove of my condud then, < and 

• mean to take this opportunity to fet up for them- 

• felvcs,* My ruin is reiohed. I fee my danger, but 
fcom both it and them. I was not bocn to fall oy fuch 
weak inftruments, [Goittg. 

Enter Thorowgood. 
^Thr. Where is the fcandal of her own fex, and 
curfe of ours ? 

ilf/7/. What means this infelence ? Whom do you 
fide for? 

Tifor, Millwood. 

Mill, Well, you have found her then. I am Millwood. 

Thor. Then you. are the moft impiooa wretch that 
cVthe fun beheld. 

Mill. From your appearance I (hould have expelled 
wifdom and moderation; but your manners belie your 
aijpeA. What is your bufinefs here ? I know you not. 

Tlon Hereafter you may know me bctieni 1 am 
Barnwell's mafter. 

Mill. Then you are mailer to a villain ; which, I 
think, it not much tp your credit. 

Thor, Had he been as much above thy arts, as my 
tredit is fuperior to thy malice, I need not haveblulh- 
cd to own him. 

Mill. My arts! I don't underftand you. Sir. If he 
has done amifs, what's that to me? Was he my fer^ 
Tant, or yours? You (hould have taught him better. 

nor. Why fhould I wonder to find fuch uncommon 
impudence in one arrived to fuch a heiehth of wicked- 
nels? * When innocence is banifh'd, modefty fopii 

• follows.* Know, forcerefs, I'm not ignorant of any 
of the arts by which you firft deceived the unwary 
youth. I know how, ftep by ftep, you've led him on, 
relufUnt and unwilling, from cr^me to crime» to this 
lafl horrid a^ which yoa contrived, and by your 
curfcd yAk» even forced him to commit. 

Mill. 
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Mill, Ha! Lucy has got the advantage, andaccuicd 
me firfl. Unlefs I can turn the accufation^ and fix it 
upon her and Blunt, I am loft. [Afide^ 

Thor, Had I known your cruel dcfien fooncr, it ha4 
been prevented. - To fee you puniihed, as the law di* 
redlsy is all that now remains. Poorfatisfadion ! For 
he, innocent as he is, compared to you, muft fufter too*. 

• But Heaven, who knows our frame, and graciouflv 
' diftinguifhes between frailty and prefumption, will 

• make a diflference, though man cannot, who fees 
' not the heart, but only judges by the outward ac« 

• tion.' 

Mill. I find. Sir, we are both onhappy in our (er^ 
vants. I was furprized at fuch ill treatment witholiC 
caufe, from a gentleman of your appearance, and 
therefore too haftily returned it, for wnich I a(k your 
pardon. I now perceive you have been fo far impofed 
on, as to think me engaged in a former correfpondence 
ixdth your fervant, and forae way or other acceflaiy to 
his undoing* 

Tb&r. I charge you as the caufc, the folc caufc of 
all his.^ilt, and all his fufterine, of tdl he now en<* 
dares, and muft endure, till a violent and fliameful* 
death Ihall put a dreadful pcfiod to his life and mifc- 
ries tojrether. 

Miff. *Tis very ftrange? But who's fecure from 
fcandal and detraction ? So far froin contributing ta 
his rain, I never fpoke to him till fince this fatal acci* 
dent, which I lament as much as you. 'Tis troe I 
have a fervant, on whofe account he hath of kte fre* 
quentcd my houfe. If (he has abufed my good opi- 
nion df her, am I to blame ? Ha& not Barnwell doas 
the fame by you ? 

Thor, I hear you. Pray go on* 

MilL I have been informed he had a violent paA 
fion for her, and fhe for hiin; but till now I always 
thought it innocent. I know her poor, and given to 
expenfive pleafui^cs. Now, who can tell out (he 
may have influenced the amorous youth to commit 
this murder, to fupply her extravagances. It 

muft be fo. I now recoUodl a thoufand circumftances 
thAt c<mi$rm it* 1*11 hav^ her, and 1 man-fervant 

whom 
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wEbm I.fufpe^ as an accomplice^- fecured immediate*. 
ly. I hope. Sir, you will lay afide your ill-grounded 
fufpiciops of me, and join to punilh the real contri- 
j^ers of this bloody deed, [Qf^^^ to go, 

Thor, Madam, you pafs not this way. I fee your 
dcfign, but Ihall proteft them from your malice. 
.* Mill. I hope you will not ufe your influence, and, 
the credit of your name, to fcrcenfuch guilty wretches* 
-Confider, Sir, the wickednefs ofperfuading a thought- 
fefs youth to fuch a crime 1 

^ ThQr, I do —and of betraying him when it 

was done. ; \ 

Mill. That which. you call betraying him may con-, 
▼ince you of my innocence. . She whp loves him,, 
though fhe contrived the murder, would never have, 
delivered him into the hands of juftice, as I, flruck 
with horror at his crimes, have done. 

Tbor. How (hould an unexperienced youth efcape 
her fnares?' ' The powerful magic of her wit and 
*^form might betray the wifeft to firaple dotage, and 
* fire the bloo;J that a?e had froze long (ince.' ' Even 
I, that with juft prejudice came prepared, had^by her 
artful (lory bleen deceived, but that my ftrong convic- 
tion of her guilt makes even a doubt impoffible. [Afide* 
Thofe whom fubtilly you would ace ufe, you know are 
your accufers; and, which proves unanfwerably their., 
innocence, and your guilty they accufed you before 
the deed was done, and did all that was in their power, 
to orevent it. 

Milh Sir, you are very hard to be convinced ; but 
I have a proof, which, when produced, will filence 
all obje^ion. [Exit Millwood. 

jff///^rLucy, Tri^eman, Blont, Officers^ l^c, 

Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yourfelves, fome on 
Oiit fide of that door, and fome on the other; watch her 
entrance, and aft as your prudence fhall dlreft yoM* 
This way, [To Thorowgood.J and note her behaviour, 
I have obfervcd her ; (he's driven to the laft extremity, 
and is forming fome defperatc refolution. I guefs at 
her defign. 

Re-enter Millwood ov//* apiftol^ TrucmanySTttrrx heu 

Tr. 
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Tn Here thy power of doing mifchief ends, deceit- 
ful, cruel, bloody woman ! 

Mi//. Fool, hypocrite, villain, man ! Thon can 'ft 
not call me that. 

Tr. To call thee woman were to wrong thy /ex, 
thou devil ! 

Mi//, That imaginar)' being is an emblem of thy curf- 
ed fex colledled. A mirror, wherein each particular 
man may fee his own likenefs, and that of all mankind. 

T/ror Think not by aggravating the faults of others to • 
extenuate thy own, of w'nich the abufe of fuch uacoia- 
monr perfe^ions of mind and body is not the leaft. 

Mi//> If fuch I had, well may I^curfe your barbaroQS 
fex, who robbed me of 'em ere I knew their worth ; thca 
left me, top late, to count their value by their lofs.— 
Another, and another fpoiler came, and all my gain was 
poverty and reproach. My foul difdained, and yet dif- 
dains, dcpendance and contempt. Riches, no matter 
by what means obtained, 1 law fecured the worft of 
nien from both ; I found it therefore neceflary to be 
rich, and to that end I fummoned all my arts. You 
call 'em wicked ; be it fo ; they were fuch as my con- 
verfatioji with your fex had furnished me withal. 

Thar, Sure none but the worH of men converfed 
^ith thee I 

Mi//. Men of all degrees, and all profeflions, I havcL 
known, yet found no difference, but in their feveral 
capacities ; all were alike, wicked to the jitmoft of their 
power, * In pridte, contention, avarice, cruelty, and 

* revenge, the reverend prieflhood were my unerring 

* guides. From fuburb roaeiftrates, who live by ruined 

* reputations, as tlie unhofpitable natives of Cornwall 

* do by fhipwreck, I learned, that to chatge m}/^ inno- 

* cent neijghbours with my crimes, was to merit their 

* protedion : for, to fcreen the guilty, is the lefsfcanda^ 

* lous, when many are fufpedled; and detraftion, like 

* darknefs and death, blackens all objedls, and levels all 

* diftin^ionfc Such are your venal magiftrates, who fa- 

* vour none but fuch as by their office they are fworn 

* to punilh. With theni^ not the guilty, is the worft 

* of crimes : and large fees, jSrIvatoly paid, arc every 

* ncedfCil virtttc. 
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r • Tifor, Your prafticc has fufficientfydifcovered your 
' contempt of laws« both human and divide ; no wonder 

• then that you fhould hate the officers of both, 

« MilL* I know you, and I hate you all. I expeft no 
mercy, and T afk for none. I follow my inclinations, 
and diat the beft of you do every day, * All a6lion« 
' feem alike natural, ^nd indifferent to man and beail, 

• who devour, or are devoured, as they meet with 

• others weaker or ftronger than themfelves. 

' Thor, What pity it is a mind fo comprehenfive, 
' daring, and inquifitive, fhould be a Granger to re* 

• ligion's fweet and powerful charms! 

' MilL I am not fool enough to be an atheift, though 

• I have known enough of men's hypocrify to make a 

• thoufand fimple women fo. Whatever religion is in 

• itfelf, as pradifed by mankind, it has caufed the 

• evils you lay it was deiighed to cure. War, placuc* 

• and famine, have ijot £ftroyed fo many of the nu-^ 
''man race as this pretended piety has done; and with 

• fuch barbarous cruelty, as if the only way to honour 

• Heaven were to turn the prefent world into hell. 

• Thor. Truth is truth, tnough from an enemy, and 

• fpoken in malice. l^)u bloody, blind, and fuper- 

• ftitious bigots, how will you anfwer this ? 

* MilL* what are your laws, of which you make your 
boaft, but the fool's wifdom, and the coward's Valour, 
the inftrument and fcreen of all your villainies ? By 
them you punifh in others what you aft yourfelves, or 
would have afted, had you been in their circumftances. 
The judge, who condemns the poor man for being a 
thief, had been a thief himfelf nad he been poor.— 

' Thus you ^o on deceiving and being deceived, harraf- 
fing, plaguing, and deftroying one another. But wo* 

inen are your univerfal prey : * 

Women, by whom you are, the fource of joy* 
With cruel arts you labour to deftroy ; 
A thoufand ways our ruin you purfue. 
Yet blame in us thofe arts firft taught ^ you^ 
Oh, may from hence each violated maid. 
By flattering, fsdthlefs, barb'rous man betray*<}. 
When robb'd of innocence and virgin famc« 
From your deftruftion raiie a nobler AaoK> 

T« 
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To avenge their fcx's wrongs devote their mlnd« 
And future Millwoods prove to plague mankind. 

I 

•ACTV. SCENE a nm in a frifim. 
• £«/*r Thorowgood, Blunt. oudLvucy* 

* TUnnT Have recommended to Barnwell a reverend 

* X divine, whofe judgment and integrity I am 

* well acquainted with. Nor has Millwood been nc^ 

* glefted; but (he, unhappy woman, ftill obftinate^ 

* refufes his afliftance. v 

* Lucy, This pious charity to the affli^ed well bc- 

* comes your charadler; yet pardon mc. Sir, if t won- 

* der you were not at their trial. 

* T^on I knew it was impoffible to fave him ; and I 
' and my family bear fo great a part in his diftrefs, 

* that to have been prefent would but have aggravated 

* our forrows, without relieving his, 

* B/jittt, It was mournful indeed. Barnwell's youth 

* and modeft deportment, as he paiTed, drew tears from 

* every eye. When placed at the bar/ and arraigned 

* before the reverend judges, with maily tears and intcr- 

* rupting fobs, he conUfTed and aggravated his of- 

* fences, without accufing, or once reflefting on Mill- 

* wood, the (hamelefs author of his ruin. But (he, 
' dauntlefs and unconcerned, flood by his fide, view- 

* ing with vifible pride and contempt the vaft aflembl v, 

* who all with iympathizing forrow wept for the 

* wretched youth. Millwood, when called upon to an- 

* fwer, loudly infilled upon her innocence, and made 

* an artful and a bold defence ; but findinjg all in vain*. 

* the impartial jury and the learned bench concurring 

* to fifid her guilty, how did fhc curfe herfelf, poor 

* Barnwell, us, her judges, and all mankind. But 
' what could that avail ? She was condenmed, and^i^ 

* this day to fufl^r with him. 

* Thor, The time draws on. I am going to vifit 

* Barnwell, as you are Millwood. 

* Lucy. We nave not wronged hcij yet I dread thii 

* interview* 
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* intenriew. She's proud, impadcnf, wrathful, and ^ 

* unforgiving. To be the branded inftruments .of 

* vengeance, to fuffcr in her (hame, and fympathize 

* tirith her m all (he fuffers, is the tribute we muft pay 

* for our former iU-fpcnt lives, and long confederacy 

* with her in wickednefs. 

* Tiftr. Happy for you it ended when it did. What 

* you ha\'C done againft Millwood I know proceeded 

* from a juft abhorrence of her crimes, free from in- 

* tereft, malice, or revenge. Profelytes to virtue (hould 

* be encouraged; purfue your profofed reformation, 
« and know roc hereafter for your frien:^, 

• Lucy. This is a bleffing as unhoped for as unme- 

* rited. But Heaven, that fnatched us from impend- 

* ing ruin, fure intends you as its inflrument to lecurc 

* us from apoftacy. 

♦ 7hor, With gratitude to impute your deliverance 

* to Heaven is ju ft. Many, lefsvirtuouflydifpofed than 

* Barnwell was, hare never fallen in the manner he has 

* done^ May rotfuch owe their ^afetv ratherto Pro- 

* vidence than to themfelves ? With pity and compaf- 

* fion let us judge him. Great were his faults, but 

* ftrong was the temptation. Let his ruin teach us dif- 

* fidence, humanity, and circumfnef^.ion ; for if we, 

* who wonder at his fate, had like him been tried, 

* like him perhaps we had fallen/ [Exeunn 

SCENE a dtutgeon^ a table ^ and a lamp* Barnwell 

readifrg, 

F.ntt'r Thorowgood, at a di fiance, 

Thor, There fee the bitter fruits of paffion's detefted 
reign, and fenfual appetite indulged ; (evere refledions, 
penitence, and tears, 

Bartt. My honoured, injured matter, whofe goodnefs 
has covered me a thoufand times with (hamc, forgive 
this laft unwilling difrefjiec^l. Indeed I fa v you not. • 

Thor, 'Tiswell ; -I hope you ar^i better employed in 
viewing of yourfelf ; * your journey's long, your time 
« for preparation alipoft fpcnt.* 1 fent a reverend di- 
vine ro teach vou to improve it, and Ihould be glad 
to hear of his fuccefs* 

fiarn. T)ic word of truth, which he recommended 

fof 
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for my conftant companion in this my fad retirement^ 
has at length removed the doubts I laboured under. 
From thence I have learned the infinite extent of hca- , 
venly mercy ; that my offences, though great, arc not 
unpardonable; and that 'tis not my mtereft only, but 
my duty, to believe and to rejoice in my hope. So 
ihall Heaven "receive the glory, and future penitcntt 
the profit of my example. 

^hof. Proceed. 

Burn, 'Tis wonderful that words (hould charm de- 
fpair, fpeak peace and pardon to a murderer's confci- 
encc; biit truth and mercy flow in every fentence, at- 
tended with force and energy divine. How (hall \ 
defcribe my'prefent (late of mind? I hope in doubts 
and trembling I rejoice; I feel my grief increafe, evea 
as my fears give way. Joy and gratitude now fappl/ 
more tears than the horror and anguifli of defpair before, 

Thor, Thefe are the genuine figns of true repentance ; 
the only preparatory, the certain way. to everlafting 
peace. * Oh, th.e joy it gives to fee a foul formed and 

* prepared for Heaven \ For this the faithful miniftcr 

* devotes himfelf to meditation, abftinencc, andprayeri 
*■ (hunning the vain delights of fenf al joys, and daily 
' dies, that others may live for ever. For this he turns 

* the facred volumes o'er, and fpends his life in pain- 

* f^il fearch of truth. The love of riches, and the luft 

• of power, he looks upon with juft contempt and^le- 

• teflation; he only counts for wealth the fouls he wins, 
« and his higheft ambition is to fervc mankind. If 

• the reward of all his pains be to prcfervc one fow 
' feom wandering, or turn one from the error of hi« 
' ways, how does he then rejoice* and own his litjde 

• labours overpaid !' 

Bam, What do I owe for all your generous kindncf€L^ 
But though 1 cannot. Heaven can and will reward you. 

nor. To fee thee thus, is joy too great for wordfi. 
.FarewelL — Heaven ftrengthen thee !— Farewell. 

Bam, Oh, Sir, there's fomething I would fay, if 
my fad fwelling heart would give me leave. 

Thor, Give it vent awhile, and try. 

Barn, 1 had a friend— ^tis true I am unworthy-— • 



jtt OK O Age BARNWELL* 

3/ettriethit)ks your generous example might perfuade— * 
Coiild I not fee him once, before 1 go from whence 
there's no return ? 

' Tiwr. Ht's coming, and as much thy friend as ever. 
Iwill not anticipate his forrow; too foon he'll Tee the 
fkd effcfts of this contagious ruin, — This torrent of 
dbmeftic mifery bears too hard upon me. 1 muil re- 
tire, to indulge a weaknefs I find impoffible to over- 

co{ne. \AJi(le.^ Much loved and much lamented 

youth! —Farewell. Heaven ftrengthen thee! 

— — Eternally farewell. 

Bam. The beft of matters, and of men Farewell, 

While I live let me not want your prayers, 
' Thor. Thou (halt not. Thy peace being made with 
Heaven, death is already vanquilhed. Bear a little 
foneer the pains that attend this tranfitory life, and 
ceale from pain for ever. [ Eyit Tnorowgood. 

Batn, Perhaps I ftiall. I find a power within, that 
^rs my foul above the fears t)f death ; and, fpite of 
confcious ftiame and guilt, gives me a tafte of pleafure 
more than mortal. 

Enter Trueman and Keeper. 

Keep, Sir, there's the pnfoner. [Exit Keeper. 

Bam. Trueman! — My friend, whom 1 fo wifhed to 
fee; yet, now he's here, I dare not look *ipcn him, 

[iVeeps. 

Tr. Oh, Baniwell! Barnwell! 

Sam. Mercy! Mercy! gracious Heaven! For 
.death, but not for this, I was prepared. 

TV. What have I fufFered fince I faw thee laft f — 

What pain has.abfencc given me! ■. — But, Oh, to 

fee thee thus I " 

BarM. I know it is d,readful ! I feel the anguifli of 

t^y eenerops foul : But I was born, to murder 

all wno love me. [Bot6 lueep. 

Tr. I came not to reproach you ; I thought to bring; 
. you comfort ; but I'm deceived, for I have none to give, 
I came to ihare thy forrow, but cannot bear my own. 

Barn. My fenfe of guilt indeed you cannot know; 
/tii what the good and innocent, like you, can ne'er 
'|:9nccive: but other griefs at prdfcnt I nave none, but 

what 
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what I feel for you. In your forrow I read you lo^c 
meftill; but yet, methinks, 'tis ftrange, when I coli- 
{ider what I am. 

TV. No more of that. I can remember nothings bat 
thy virtues, thy honeft, tender friendfhip, our formdr 
happy Hate, and prefent mifery. Oh, had you trulled 
me, when firll: the fair feducer tempted you, all might 
have been prexcnted. 

Barft. Alas, thou knoweft not what a wretch I Vc 
iDeen; Breach of friendfhip was my firJl, and leaft of^ 
fence. So far was I loft to goodncfs, fo devoted to the 
author of my ruin, that had\fhc infiftcd on my mur- 
dering thee, 1 think 1 fhould have 

done It. 

Tr. Pr'ythce aggravate thy faults no more. 

Barn, I think I fhould! Thus good and genercms 
as you are, I fhould have murdered you ! 

Tr. We have not yet embraced, and may be inteir« 
rupted. Come to my arms. 

Barn,. Never, never will I tafte fuch joys on cartE; 
never will I foothe my juft remorfe. Are thofc honeft 
^rmsand faithful bofcm fit to embrace and to fu|^ott 
a murderer? Thefe iron fetters only fhall cltTp, and 
flinty pavement bear mc [^^roijuifig himfelfon the grwnd\ \ 
even thefe too good for fuch a bloody monfter« 

Tr. Shall fortune fever thofe whom friendfhip join- 
ed? Thy miferies cannot lay thee fo low, but love 
will find thee. Here will we offer t6 ftem calamity; 
this place the altar, and ourfelves the facrifice* Oit 
mutual groans fhall echo to each other through the 
dreary vault; our fighs Ihall number tjje moments as 
they pafs ; and mingling tears communicate fuch ati- 
guifh, as words were never made to exprefs. 

Barn, Then be it fo \^\ling\. Since you propofc an 
intercourfe of woe, pour all your griefs into my breafE^ 
and in exchange take mine \Emhracwg\, Where's no^ 
the anguifh that you proniifed ? You've taken mine, 
and make me no* return. Sure peace and comfort dwell 
within thefe arms, and fcrrow can't approach me while 
I am here. * This too is the work of Heaven; which 
* having before fpoke j^eace and pardon to me, ^ow 
' C 2 « fend* 
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• fends thee to confirm it.' Oh, take, take fomc of 
the joy that overflows my bireafti 

Tr, I do, do. Almighty power! how halt thou 
made us capable to bear at once the extremes of plea- 
fuK and of pain! 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Sir. 

Tr. I come, [Exh Keeper, 

- Barn, Muft you leave me ? Death would foon have 
parted us for ever, 

Tr. Oh, my Barnwell! there's yet another taik be- 
hind. Again your heart muft bleed for others woes, , 

Barn, To meet and part with you, I thought was 
all I had to do on ^arth. What is there more for me to 
do or fufFer ? 

' Tr, I dread to tell thee, yet it muft be known I— 
. Maria — — 

Barn, Our mafter's fair and virtuous daughter? 

7r. The fame. 

Bam, No misfortune, I hope, has reached that 
maid ! ; Preferve her. Heaven, from every ill, to (hew 
mankind that goodnefsls your care! 

Tr. Thy, thy misfortunes, my unhappy friend, 
have reached her ear. Whatever you and I have felt, 
aad more, if more be poflible, fhe feels for you. 

Barn. * I know he doth abhor a lie, and would not 

• trifle with his dying friend.' This is indeed the bit- 
ternefs of death. [^"ifide, 

Tr, You muft remember (for we all obferved it) for 

fome time paft, a heavy melancholy weighed her down. 

. Difconfolate fhe feemed, and pined and languiflied 

from a caufe unknown ; till, hearing of your dreadful 

, fate, the long-ftified flame blazed out ; * fhe wept and 

, * wrung her hands, and tore her hair,* and in the 

ti^anfport of her grief difcovered her own loft ftate^ 

while Ihe Limented. yours. 

Bam, ' Will all the pain I feel reftore thy cafe, 

• lovely unhappy maid! \^l'Feepingy Why did you 
not kt rac die, and never know it ? 

Tr. It was imppffibie. She makes no fecret of her 
^ paffion 
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paffion for you ; (he is determined to fee you ere yott 
die, and waits for me to introduce her. 

[Fxit Trrteman. 

Barn, Vain, bufy thoughts, be ftill ! What avails it 
to think on what I might have been ! I now am what 
I've made myfcl£ 

Enter Trueman and Maria. 

Tr, Madam, relo.flant I lead you to this difmd 
fcene. This is the feat of mifcxy and guilt. Here ^ 
awful juftice refer ves her public viftims. This is the 
entrance to a fhameful death. 

Ma. To this fad place then no improper gueft, the 
abandoned loft .Maria brings defpair, and fees the fub- 
je<^ and the caufe of all this world of woe. Silent tnd 
motionlefs he (lands, as if his foul had quitted her abode, 
and the lifelefs form alone was left behind, * yet that 

* fo perfect, that beauty and death, ever at enmity, 

* now feem united there.' 

B'arft» * I groan, but murmur not.* Tuft Heaven ! 1 
am your own ; do with me what yon pieafe^ 

Ma. Why arc your ft reaming eyes ftill fix'd bdow^ 
as though thou'dft give the greedy earth rfijr forrcmrs, 
and rob me of my due ? Were happincfs within your 
power, you Ihould beftow it where you plcafcd : but m 
your mifery I muft and will partake. 

Barn. Oh, fay not fo, but fly, abhor, and learc me 
to my fate. Confider what you are, * how vaft foiir 

* fortune, and how bright your fame. Hive pity c?n 

* your youth, your beauty, and unequalled virtue, j.fof 

* which fo many noble peers have fished in vain.' Blcrs 
With your charms fome nonourablelord. * Adorn Wi& 

* your beauty, and by your example improve theEnj^lifix 
. • court that juftly claims fuch merit :' fo Ihall I qiiick^ 

be to you as though I had never been. 

Md. When I forget you, I muft be fo indeed; Rea- 
fon, choice, v'irtue all forbid it. Let women, lilcc 
Millwood, if there are more fuch wonvcn, fmile in 
"'|)rofperity, and in adverfity forf^cc. Be it the pride 
of virtue to repair, or to partake, the ruin fuch havi) 
laade. 

' -€3 'rr. 
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Tr. Lovcljr, illfatcd maid ! * Was there ever fuch 

* generous diftrefs before! How muft diis pierce his 

* grateful heart, and aggravate his woes. 

Barx. Ere I knew guilt or fliame, when fortune 
fmiled, and when my youthful hopes were at the higheil ; 
if then to have raifcd my thoughts to you, had been 
prefumption in me never to have been pardoned, think 
now much beneath yourfelf } ou condefcend to regard 
me now. 

* Ma. Letherblufii, who, proffering love, invades 

* the freedom of your fex's cnoice, and meanly fues 

* in hope» of a return. Your inevitable fate hadi ren- 
"* dered hope impoflibk as vain. Then why ftiould I 

* fear to avow a paffion fo juft and fo difmterefted ? 

* Tr. If any fhould take occafion from Millwood's 

* crimes to libel the beft and faired part of the crea- 

* tion, here let them fee their error. The moft diftant 
' hopes of fuch a tender pafRon from fo bright a maid, 

/ mtght add to the happinefs of the moft hapjjy, and 

* make the greateft proud ; yet here 'tis laviihed in vain. 
' Though by the rich prefent the generous donor is un- 
' done, he on whom it is beftowed receives no benefit. 

' Bar». So the aromatic fpices of the eaft, which 

* all the living covet and efteem, are with unavailing 

* kindnefs waited on the dead.' 

Ma. Yes, fruitlefs is my love, and unavailing all 
my fighs and tears. Can they fave thee from approach- 
ing dwith?— from fuch a death?—" Oh for-' 

*' rtyw injupportahle !'* * * Oh, terrible idea? -f 

* What is her mifery and diftrefs, who fees the firft, laft 

* pbjeft of her love, for whom alone ihe'd live, for 
' whom (he'd die a thoufand thoufand deaths, if it 

* -were poflible, expiring in her arms ! Yet (he is 

* happy, when compared to me. Were millions of 

* worlds mine, I'd gladly give them in exchange for 

* her condition. The moft confummate woe is light 

* to mine. The laft of curfes to other miferable 
' maids is all I afk for my relief, and that's denied 

* me. 

' ^rr. Time and reflexion cure all ills. 
' Ma. All but this. His dreadful cataftrophc vir'- 

* tuc 
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* tae herfelf abhors. To give a holiday to fuburb 

* flaves, and pafling entertain the favage herd, who, 

* elbowing each otlier for a fight, purlue and prefs 

* upon him like his fate! A mind with piety and 

^ refolution armed may fmilc on death:— But 

* public ignominy, everlafting fhame, (hamc the death 

* of fouls, to die a thoufand times, and yet furvive 
' even death itfelf in never-dying infamy— Is this 

* to be endured?-^ Can I who live in him, and muft 

* each hour of my devoted life feel all thefe woes re- 
' nev/ed Can I endure this ? 

• TV. Grief has fo impaired her fpirits, fhe pants, 

* as in the agonies of death/ 

Barn, Preferve her, Heaven, and reftore her peace, 
nor let her dcatli be added to my crimes ! [Bell tolls. ^ 
I am fummoned to my fate. 

E?jt€r Keeper, 

Keep. Sir, the officers attend you. Millwood is 
already fummoned. ^ 

Barn. Tell 'em, I am ready. And now, my friend, 
farewell [EmbraciNg]. Support and comfort, the beft 

you can, this mourning fair, No more — 

Forget not to pray for me. [Turnwg /«? Maria.] 
Would you, bright excellence, permit me the honour 
of a chafte embrace, the laft happinefs this world 
could give were mine. \She inclines toivards him ; thty 
embrace. ] Exalted goodnefs ! Oh, turn your eyes from 
earth and me to Heaven, where virtue, like yours, is 

* ever heard. Pray for the peace of my departing foul ! 
Early my race of wickednefs began, and Toon I reach- 
ed the fummit. * Ere nature has finifhed her work, 

* and ftamped me man, juft at the time when others 

* begin to ftray, my courfe is finifhed. Though (hort 

* my fpan of life, and few my days, yet count my 

* cririles for years, and I have lived whole ages.* ' ■ 
Thus jullice, in compaffion to mankind, cuts t)ff a 
wretch like me; by one fuch example to fecure thou- 
fand s from future ruin. * Juftice and mercy are in 

* Heaven the fame: its utmoft feverity is mercy to the 

* vhole; thereby to cure man's folly and prefumpt ion, 

* which elfe would render even infiniie meity vain and 
« Ineffcaual/ 

If 
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If an^ooth^ like 70ti« in future times 

Shall mourn mf fate, dio' he abhors my crimes $ 

Or tender maid, like you, my tale fhaU hear^ 

And to my forrows gi^'c a pitying tear ; I 

To each 1 uch mf king eye and throbbing heart. 

Would gracious Heaven this benefit impart. 

Never to know my guilty nor feel my pain, • f 

Then muft you own you ought not to complain, C 

Since you nor weep, nor I (hall die in vain. 3 

• -^CENE, tll?e P^oce of execution. 7he gallo^ws ai^d 

* ladder at the farther end ofthejiage. A crtnad of 

* f/>eSators, £Iunt and Lucy. 

' Lncy. Heavens! what a throng! 

* Blunts How terrible is death, when thus prepared ! 
' Lncj. Support them. Heaven! thou only can'ft 

fupport them ; all other help is vain. 

* Officer. [Within.'] Make way there; make way, 
;* and give the prifbners room. 

/ ^i<y* They arelierew Obferve them well. How 

• humble and compofed young Barnwell feems; but 

• Millwood looks wild, ruffled with paflion, confound- 

• ed and amazed. . 

£«/^r Barnwell, Millwood, Officers^ and Executioner. 

* Barn. See, Millwood, fee, our journey's at an 

• ciid. Life, like a tale that's told, is" paffed away. 

• That Ihort, but dark and unknown paffage, death, 

• is all the fpace betweei). us and endlefs joys, or woes 

• eternal. 

- « Aiill. Is this the end of all my flattering hopes ? 

• Were yooth and beauty given me for a curfe^ and 

• wifdqm only to iniTuie my ruin ? • They were, they 

• were! Heaven, thou haft done thy worli. Or, if 

• thou haft in ftorc fomc untried plague, fomewhat 
'* that's worfc than Ihame, deijpair, and death, un- 

• pitied death, ccmfinned defpair, and foul-confound- 

• log (hame; Yooiething that men and angels ean't 
^ <kl<jribe, and only^ fiends* who bear it, can con- 
^ cekfj aOw, poor it ta this devoted head> that I 
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* jnay feel the word thou can'ft inflif^, and bid dcfi- 

* ance to thy utmofl power. 

' Barn, Yet ere we pafs the dreadful gulph of death, 

* yet ere you're plunged in everlafting woe. Oh, bend 

* your ftubborn knees and harder heart, humbly to 

* deprecate the wrath divine. Who knows but Hca- 

* ven, in your dying moments, may beftow that grace 

* and mercy which your life defpifed! 

* Mt/L Why name you mercy to a wretch like me ? 

* Mercy is beyond my hope; almoft beyond my wilh. 

* I can't re}5ent, nor afk to Be forgiven. 

* Barn. Oh, think what 'tis to be for ever, ever 
*• miferable, nor with vain pride oppofe a power tliat*» 

* able to deftroy you. 

* MilL That will deftroy me ; 1 feel it will. A de- • 

* luge of wrath is pouring on my foul. Chains, 

* daricnefs, wheels, racks, Iharp-ftmged fcorpions, 

* molten lead, and whole feas of fulphur^ are light to 

* what I feel. 

* Barn. Oh, add not to your vaft account defpair; 

* a fin more injurious to Heaven, th:^ all you've yq^ 

* committed. 

' Mill, Oh, I have finned beyond the reach of 
' mercy! 

* Bam. Oh, fay not fo; 'tis blafphemy to think it. 

* As yon bright roof is higher than the earth, (b and. 

* much more does Heaven's goodnefs pafs our appre- 

* henfion. Oh, what created being Ihall prefume to 

* circumfcribe mercy that knows no bounds ? 

* MilL This yields no hope. Though pity may 

* be boundlefs, yet 'tis free. I was doomed befone 

* the world began to endlefs paius, and thou to joy 

* eternal. 

* Barn. Oh, gracious Heaven! extend thy pity to 
' her; let thy rich mercy flow in plenteous ftreams, to 

* chace her fears, and heal her wounded foul. 
'MUl. It will not be: your prayers are loft in air, 

* or elfe returned, perhaps, with double bleffings to 

* your hofom : they help not me. 

' B^r». Yet hear pe, Millwood. 

* Mill. Away, I will not hear thee: I tell thee^ 

* youtbi^ 
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' foutfa, I am by Heaven d(;[voted a dieadful inftance 

• of its power to punifh. [Eamwell/eems to praj.'\ If 
' thou wilt pray, pray for fhyfelf, not for me. How 

• doth his fervent foul mount with his words, and 

• bothafcendto Heaven!— ^that Heaven, whofe gates 

• are fhut with adamantine bars againfl my prayers, 

• had I the will- to pray, I cannot bear it! Sure 'tis 

• the wonl of torments to behold others enjoy that 

• blifs which we muft never tafte. 

• Oficen Theutmoft limit of your time's expired. 

• Mil/. Encompafied with horror, whither muft I 
f go? I would not live — nor die That I could 

• ceafe to be— '—or ne'er had been! 

• Bam. Since peace and comfort are denied her 

• here, may Ihe find mercy where fhe leaft expefts it, 
' and this be all her hell! From our example may all 
' be taught to fly the firft approach of vice ; but if 

• o'ertaken 

• By ftrong temptation, weaknefs, orfurprize, 
^ Lament their guilt, and by rroentance rife j 

. ' Th' impenitent alone die unforgiven: 
« To fin 's like man, and to forgive like H^ven^ 
* Enter Trueman. 

• Lucy. Hcjart-brcakingfight!——— (Mr, wretched, 

• wietched Millwood! 

' Tr. How is (he difpo&d to meet her fate? 
' BiMMt. Who can defcribe unutterable woe ? 
' Lmcj. She goes to death enccMopafled with horror* 
** loathing life, and yet afraid co die. No tongue can 

• tell her anguilh and defpair. 

• Tr. Heaven be better to her than her fears ! May 

• ihe prove a warning to others, a monument of mercy 
*'^n nerfclf. 

• Lr/cy, Oh, forronf infupportable! Break, break, 
« «y heart. 

7r. In vain 

With bleeding hearts, and weq>ing eyes, we (how 
A humane, gen'rous^ fenfe of others woe, 
Unfofs we mark what drew their ruin on, 
^nd, by avoiding that^ prevent our own. 

... EPILOGUE, 
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Spoken by Maria. 

CINCE Fate has robbed me of the haple/s youth, ^ 

For fwhom my heart had hoarded up its truth. 
By all the la^ujs of hve and honour, no'w, 
I'm free again to choofe — ——afid one of you. 

But f oft ivith caut^ionfirji V II round me feep : 

Maids in my cafe Jhould look before they leap. 
Here's choice enough, of v art ms forts and hue,^ 
The citj the ivit^ the rake cock'd Up in cue^ 
The fair fpruce mercer^ and the taiuny Jenjo.^ 

Suppofe 1 fearch the foher gallery F No; 

There's none but ^ prentices^ and cuckolds all-a~ro<w; 
Andihefe, I doubt, are thofe that make *emfo, . 

[Pointing to the boxes* 

'Tis fvety njuell, enjoy the j eft : but you . 1 

Fine ponjodered f parks nc^, Vm told *fis true, V 

Your happy fpottfes — >^-can make cuckolds too,^ \ 

*Tnuixt you and them the difference this^ perhaps. 
The cit's ajham*d ^whene'er his duck he traps ; , .-. . 

But you, luhen madam's trippings let her fa 11^ 
Cock up your hats, and take riojhame at afL 

What if fome favoured poet I could meefy 
IVhofe lo^eivould lay his laurels at my feet: » 

No — painted paJJi^H real lorve abhors--^ — - 

His flame ^would prove the fuit of creditors. 

Not to detain you then nvith longer pattfe, 
Injhort my heart to this conclufion drawus—' 
J yield it to the hand thafi loudeft in applaufe. 
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If anf youth, like you, in future times 

Shall mourn mj^ fate, tho' hcal>hoMmy crimct; 

Cr frmirr maid, like you, my ralen^allhcar^ 

And to mv forrows givr a pitving tear j 

'I o rath i*uch melting eyr and throbbing heart, 

V/ouliI gnu:ioui Heaven this benefit impart^ 

Nover to know my guilt, nor feel my pain, • J 

Then muft you own you ought not to complain^ C 

Since you nor M^eep, nor I (hall die in vain, 3 

• -^iC'FNK, thf tlace of execution. The gnUo'Ws attd 

• ItidMr at the farther end of the Jiage. A crofwd af 

• J/>eiIaturs, Blunt and Lucy. 

• Lncy, Heavens! what a throng! 

• H/unt, How terrible is death, when thus prepared I 

• Lft:j» Support them, Heaven! thou only can'ft 
fupporl them; all other hclu is vain# 

• Officer, [lyithiM,'] Make way there; nciakc way, 

• anJ give tlieprifoners room. 

• Lticy, They are here Obfervc them well. How 

• htimw and c*omj>ofcd young Barnwell fcems; but 

• Mi 11 A'ood looks wild, rufHed withpafTion, confound- 

• ed and ama/xd. 

Kntrt' Barnwell, Millwood, Officers ^ ami ExecHthner. 

• Barn, Sec, Millwood, fa% our journey's at an 

• crid. Life, like a tale that's told, is paued awav. 
' That Ihort, but chirk and unknown paflagc, deatn, 

• is all the fpacc between us and cndlcfs joys^ or woes 

• eternal. 

' Mtli, Is this the end of all my flattering hopes ? 

• Were youth and beauty given mc for a curfe, and 

• wifdom ordy to infure my ruin? They were, thc^ 

• were! Heaven, thou haft done thy worft. Or, if 

• tliou had in ftorc fome untried plague, ibmewhat 

• that's worfc than (hame, defpair, and death, un- 

• niri(d death, confirmed dcfpair, and foul-confound- 

• ifig fljaine; fomethin^ that men and angels Can't 

• diicribe, and only heads, who bear it, can con- 

• ccivci now, povnr it tu this devoted bead, that I 

magf 
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PROLOGUE. 

TN thefe diflraSied times^ lobitt each ma» dreads 

The bloody ftraiagems of bujy heads : 
When ixje bad feared three yean *we knotjo not nuhat^ "l 
*Till wiiitnejfes began to die o'tV rot y > 

What made our poet meddle luith a plot ? J 

Was't that he fancy d for the *very fake 9 
And name of plot y his trifling play might take? 
For there's not in*t one inch-board evidence ; 

But "'tis, he faysy to reafon plain and fenfe ; f 

And that be thinks a plauftble defence, J 

Were truth by fenfe and reafon to be try^d^ 
Sure all our f-wearers might be laid afde. 
No ; of fitch tools our author hfisno needy 
^0 make his ploty or make bis play fncceed ; 
He of black bills has no prodigious tales. 
Or SpZT\i{h pilgrims caft ajhore in Wales : 
Hrre^s not one murdered magiftrate^ at leaft. 
Kept ranky like uenfon for a cityfeajl^ 
Grown four days Jliff^ the better to prepare 
And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair » 
Yet here^s an army rais*d, tho* under ground^ 
But no man feen^ nor one commijfion found : 
Here is a traitor tooy that^s 'very old, 
^'urbulentf fubtle, mifchii'vouSy and boldj 
Bloody^ re*vengeful, and — to crouun his part^ 
Louies fumbling mjith a fwench nvith all his heart: 
^fiily after halving many changes pafi. 
In fpite of age (thanks tUjeav^nJ is bang'd at laft ; 
Next is a fenaror that keeps a ivhore. 
In Venice none a higher office boi e^ ' 
*To lenvdnefs e*v^ry night the letcber ran ; 
Sbe^iv mey all London, fuch another man; 
Match him at mother Crefweirs, if you can* 
O Poland I Poland ! had it been thy lot 
T*ha<ve heard in time of this Venetian ploty 
Thou furely chef en hadjl one king from thence y 
And honoured them, as thou hcfi England fince. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE, a Strtit in Venice. . 

Enttr Priuli andJaBcr. 
Pri. ^VTOmorcI I'll hear no xnore ! begone and Icswre 
X^ me. 

Jaff, Not hear me ! by my fufFerings but you ihall ! 
My lord ! my lord ! I*m not that abjedt wretch 
You think roe. Patience ! where*8 the diftance throws 
Mt back To far, but I may boldly fpeak 
In right, tho* proud oppreffion will not hear me ? 

Pti. Have you not y^rong'd me? 

Jaff. Could my nature e'er 
Have brook'd injuilice, or the doing wrong, 
I need not now thus low have bent myfelf 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father. 
Wrong'd you ! 

Pri. Yes, wrong'd me! in theniceft point, 
The honour of my houfe, you've done me wrong. 
You may remember (for now I will fpeak. 
And urge its bafenefs) when you firil came home 
From travel, with fuch hopes as made you look'd on 
By a' t men's cyt$, a youth of expedation ; 
Pleas'd with your growing virtue, I received you ; 
Courted, and fought to raife you to your merits ; 
My houfe, my t^ble, nay, my fortune too. 
My very felf was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your beft fervice ; like an open friend 
I treaud, truftcdyou, and thought you mine: 
Wlicn, in requital of my bcH endeavours. 
You treacheroufly pra»Sti3'd to undo me ; , 

SeducM the weakuefs of my age's darling. 
My only child, and flole her nom my bofom. 
O! Bthoideral 
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J off, 'Tis to me you owe her : 
Childlefs you had been elfe, and in the erave 
Your name extinfl ; no more Priuli beard of. 
You may remember, fcarce live years arc paft. 
Since in your brigantine you fail d to fee^ 
T\it Adriatic wedded by our dake; 
And I was with you : your unlkilful pilot 
DalhM us upon a rock; when to your boat 
You made for fafety : enter'd firft yourfelf ; 
Th' affrighted Belmderay following next, 
As fhe flood trembling on the vefTcl's fide, 
Was by a wave wafli'd off into the deep: 
When inftantly I plung'd into the fea. 
And buffeting the billows to her refcae. 
Redeemed her life with half the lofs of mine* 
Like a rich conqueft, in one hand I bore her» 
And with the otnei daOiM the faacy waves. 
That throng'd and prefs'd to rob me of my priae. 
I brought h^r, ^ve her to your defpairing arms ; 
Indeed you thanked me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rofe in her foul ; for from that hour (he lov^d mr, 
'Till for her life (he paid me with herself. 

Pri, You flole her from me; like a thief you ftoI»ber»' 
At dead of night : that curfed hoar you chofe 
To riiie me of all my heart held dear«. 
May all your joys in her prove falfe, like mine % 
A ilerile fortune, and a barren bed. 
Attend you both : continual difcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous ililli 
May the hard hand of-a vexatious need 
Opprefs and grind you ; till at laft you find 
The curfe of difobedience all your portion. 

Jaff, Half of your curfe you have befhw'd Ib vaiftj 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful loves 
With a young boy, fweet as his mother's beauty : 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandiire. 
And happier than his father. 

Pri. Rather live 
To bate thee for his bread, and din your ears 
With hungry cries ; whilfl his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitternefs of want. 

Jaff, You talk as if 'twould pleade yon. 

Pri. 'Twould, by Heav'n ! 
* Once (he was dear indeed; the drops that fell 

A3, ♦From 



f VENICE PRESERVED. 

* From my fad heart, when ihe forgot her duty, 

• The fountain of my life was not fo precious— 

• But ihe is gone, and, if I am a man, 

* I will forget htr.' 

y.'?/^ WcuU' I were in n;y grave I 

Pri. And (he oo with thee : 
For, living here, ycuVe but my curs'd remembrancer* 
I once was happy. 

Jaff. Vou ufe me thus, becaufe you know my foul 
Is fond of Behidira. You perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Oh ! could my foul ever have found liitiety ; 
Were I that thief, the doer of fuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might fend her back to you with contumely. 
And court my fortune where flic would be kinder ? 

Pri, You dare not do't. 

Jaff* Indeed, my lord, I dare not. 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my mr.S;r: 
Three years are paft, fince firft our vows were plighted. 
During which time, the world mud bear me witnefs, 
^ I've treated Bel'uidera like your daughter. 
The daughter of a fenator of Venice : 
Diftindlion, place, attendance, and obfervance. 
Due to her birth, fhe always has commanded. 
Out of my little fortune iVe done this ; 
Becaufe (iho' hopelefs e er to win your nature) 
The world might fee I lov'd her for herfelf ; 
Not as the heirefs of the great Priuli. 

Pri, No more. 

'Jaff, Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
But^s happier than me : for I have known 
The lufcious fweets of plenty ; every night 
Have flept with foft content about my head. 
And never wak*d, but to a joyful morning : 
Yet now mull fall, like a full ear of corn, 
Whofe bloflbm Tcap'd, yet's withered in the ripening, 

Pri. Home, and be humble ; ftudy to retrench ; 
Difcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, 
Thofe pageants of thy folly : 
Reduce tne glitt'ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy Jittle (late : 
Then, to feme fuburb cottage both retire ; 

Drudge 
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Drudge to feed loathfomc life; get brats and ftarvc — -- 
Home, home, I fay. * [Exit. 

Jnff, Yes, if my heart would let me 

This proud, this fwclling heart : home I would go. 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes, 

Fiird and damm'd up with gaping creditors. 

I've now not fifty c^ucats in the world. 

Yet ftill I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin. 

Oh BehUera ! Oh ! (he is my wife 

And we will bear our wayward fate together. 
But ne'er know comfort more. 

Enter Pierre. 

Pier, My friend, good-morrow. 
How fares the hone ft partner of my heart ? 
What, melancholy I not a word to fpare me ! 

Jaff, I'm thinking, Pierre ^ how that damn'd (larving 
Call'd honefty, got footing in the world. [c[uality. 

Pier* Why, powerful villainy firft fet it up. 
For its own cafe and fafcty. Honeft men 
Are the foft eafy cufhions on which knaves 
Repofe and fatten. Were all mankind villains. 
They'd ftarve each other ; lawyers would want praflice. 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill his brother' 
Himfelf ; none would be paid or hang'd for murder. 
Honefty ! 'twas a cheat invented firft 
To bind the hands of bpld deferving rogues, 
That fools and cowards might fit fafe in power. 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their betters. 

Jaff. Then honefty is but a notion ? 

Pter. Nothing elfe: 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defined : 
He that pretends to moft, too, has leaft (hare in't, 
'Tis a ragged virtue. Honefty 1 no more on't. 

Jaff, Sure thou art honeft? 

Pier* So, indeed, men think me; 
But they are miftaken, Jaffier: I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 

A fine, gay, bold-fac'd villain as thou feeft me. 
*Tis true, I pay my debts, when they're contraded;, 
1 fteal from no man; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiffion to a great man's purfe. 
Or a whole's bed; I'd not betray my friend 
To get his place or fortune; I fcorn to flatter 

A 4 A blown- 
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A hlowiMip fool above, to crafli the wretch ben^atli me ^ . 
Yet, Jaffi$r^ for all this I am a villain. 

Jaf. A villain ! - 

Pitr. Yes, and a moft notorroas villain ; 
To fee the fuiierings of my fellow-creatures, 
And own myfelf a man : to fee oar fenators 
Cheat the deluded people with a (hew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er muft tafte of. 
They fay, by them our hands are free from fetters ; 
Yet whom they ^leaie they lay in bafeil bonds ; 
Sring whom they pleafe to infamy and forrow; 
Drive us, like.wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilft no hold is to fave us from deilrudlion. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to roufe up at that great call of nature. 
And check the growth of thefe domefb'c fpoilers. 
That make us (laves, and tell us, 'tis our charter. 

' J^ff* O Aqtalina ! Friend, to lofe fuch beai)ty> 
^ The deareft purchafe of thy noble labours 1 

* She was thy right by conqueft, as by love; 

' * Pier. O Jaffier / 1 had fo fix'di niy heart upon her» 

< That wher€(be*er I fram'd a fcheme of life, 

* For time to come, ihe was my only joy, 

< With which I wifli*d to fweeten future cares : 

* I fancy*d pleafures, none, but one that lovci 

* And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em: 

* When in the extremity of aH thefe hopes, 

< In the moft charming hour of expedation, 

* Then, when our eager wifhes foar the higheft, 
. • Ready to ftoop and grafp the lovely game, 

* A haggard owl, a wortblefs kite of prey, 

* With his fool wings, faiVd in, and fpoilM my quarry. 

* Jeff, I know the wretch, and fcorn him as thou hat'ft 

>im. 

• Pier. Curfe on the common good that's fo protedcd, 
^ Where every flave, that heaps up wealth enough 

* To do much wrong, becomes the lord of right ! 
« I, who believ'd no ill could e'er come near me, 

* Found in the embraces of my Aquilina 

* A wretched, old, but itching fenator; 

* A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title : 

* A rogue that ufes beauty like a lamb-lkin, 

* JBarely to keep him warmj ibat filthy cudcow to* 

•W/is, 
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• Was, in my abfence, crept into my neft, 

• And fpoilinjg: all my brood of noble pleafare* 

' Jaff. Dicrft thou not chacc him thence ? 
• Pier. I did, and drove 

• The rank old bearded hirco (linking home. 

• The matter was complainM of in the fenate^ 

• I fummon'd to appear, and cenfur'd bafely, 

• For violating fomething they call'd privilege— 

• This was the recompence of all my fervicc : 

• Would rd been racher beaten by a coward. 

• A foldier's miftrels, Jaffier, is his religion ; 

• When that's profan'd, all other ties are broken : 

• That even difiblves all former bonds of fenrice ; 

• And from that hour I think myfelf as free 

• To be the foe, as e'er the friend of Fenict'^ 

• Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thon calFft, I'm ready .*' 

Joff' I think no fafety can be here for virtue. 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
In fuch a wretched ftate as this of Venkiy 
Where all agree to fpoil the public good, 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pier. We've neither fafety, unity, nor peace, my friend^ 
For the foundation's loft of common good ; 
Juftice is lame, as well as blind, amongft us; 
The laws (corrupted to their ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for inllruments of forne new tyranny. 
That every day Harts up, t'enflave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious caufe but fir.v-i out friend* 
To do it right, OJnffierl then might'il thou 
Not wear thofe feals of woe upon thy face ; 
The proud Pyiuli fhould be taught humanity^ 
And learn to value fuch a fon as thou art. 
I dare not fpeak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 

Jaf, CursM be the caufe, tho' I, thy friend, be parff 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bofom, [on't ;: 

For I am us'd to mis'ry, and perhaps 
May find a way to fweeten't to thy fplrit. 

Pier. Too foon 'twill reach thy knowledge— 

Jaff. Then from thee 
Let it pioreed. There's virtue in thy fr endlhip. 
Would make the faddeft tale of forrow plcafing. 
Strengthen my conllancy, and welcome ruin. 

Pier, Then, thou art ruin'd I 

Jaf. That I long fincc knew ;. 

A's \^«t 



to iTBNtCE PRESERV'D. 

1 and in-fortone have been long acanaioted. 

PiiT. I pais'd this very moment by thy doors*. 
And foand them guarded by a troop of villuns; 
The fons of public rapine were deftroying. 
They told me» by the fentence of the law. 
They had comroiffion to feize all thy fortune : 
Nay more, Priuli^s cruel hand had fign'd it. 
liere flood a ruffian with an horrid face. 
Lording it o'er a pile of mafiy plate. 
Tumbled into a heap for public fale ; 
There was another making villainous jeds 
At thy oindoing : he had ta'en pofleffion 
Of all thy ancient moil domedic ornaments. 
Rich hangings intermix^ and wrought with gold ; 
The very bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Receiv'd thee to the arms of BelvUera^ 
The fcene of all thy joys, was violated 
By the coarfe han^s of filthy dungeon villains. 
And thrown amongil the common lumber. 

Jojf' Now thank Heaven 

Pser. Thank Heaven ! for what ? 

Jaff^ That I'm not worth a ducat. 

Pier^ Curfe thy dull ftars, and the worfe fate of Vtmet^ 
Where brothers, friends and fathers are all falfe; 
Where there's no truth, no truft; where Innocence 
Stoops under vile Oppreflion, and Vice lords it. 
Hadfl thou but feen, as I did, how at lail 
Thy beauteous Etl<uidera^ like a wretch 
That^s doom'd to baniihment, came weeping forth, 

* Shining ihro' tears, like April-funs in fhowers, 

• That labour to o'ercome the cloud that loads 'em;' 
Whilll two young virgins, on whofe arm flie lean' J, 
Kindly lock'd up, and at her grief grew fad. 

As if they catch'd the forrows that fell fiom her; 
Ev'n the lewd rabble, that were gather'd round 
To fee the fight, fiood mute when they beheld her; 
Govcrn'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity; 
I could have hugg'd the greafy rogues; they pleas'd me. 

Jaff. I thank thee for this fiory, from my foul ; 
Since now I know the worll that can befall me. 
Ah, Pierrt ! I have a heart that could have borne 
The roughefl wrong my fortune could have done me ; 
But when I think ^zxBelvidtra feels, - 
The bitternei's her tender fpirits taAe of^ 

Iowa 
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I own myfelf a coward : bear my weakoe/s ; 
If, throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and blubber in thy boibm. / 

Oh ! I (hall drown thee with my forrows. 

Pier. Burn, 
Firily burn and level Vtntti to thy ruin. 
What ! flarve, like beggars brats, in frofly weather^ 
Under a hedge, and whine ourfelves to death ! 
Thou, or thy caufe, (hall never want afliilance, 
Whilft I have blood or fortune fit to ferve thee : 
Command my heart, thou rt ^\^rf way its mailer. 

Jaff' No, there's a fecret pride in bravely dying. , 

Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad; 
Man knows a braver remedy for forrow ; 
Revenge, the attribute of gods ; they ftamp'd it. 
With their great image, on our natures. Die \ 
Confider well the caufe, that calls upon thee : 
>\nd, if thou'rt bafe enough, die then, kemember. 
Thy Bthidera fuffers ; 3eln)idtra ! 
Die— damn firft— What I be decently intcrr'd 
In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave duft 
With (linking rogues, that rot in dirty winding-(heets» 
Surfeit (lain fools, the common dung o'th' foil \ 

Jaff^ Oh I 

Pier. Well faid, out with't, fwear a little—— 

Jaff. Swear ! fiy fea and air ; by earth, by Heav'n and 
1 will revenge my Btl<uiderd^ tears. [hell» 

Hark thee, my friend— Pr/Wr— is— a (enator» 

Pier. A dog. 

J off. Agreed. 

Pier. Shoot him. 

Jaff. With all my heart. 
No more ; where (hall we meet at night \ 

Pier. I'll tell thee \. 
On thfe Rialto, every night at twelve, 
I take my evening's walk of meditation : 
There we two'U meet, and talk of preciooa 
Mifchie f - 

Jaff. Farewel. 

Pier. At twelve* 

Jaff. At any hour; myplagites * ^ 

Will keep me waking. \BKh Pierre* 

Tell me why, good Beaven, 
Thou mad'A me what I am, with all the ipixi^ 
Afpiring thouglits, and elegant defires, 

A^ ^tVi^^ 



i« : VERICB PRfiSBRV'd. 

^tt fiU the htppteft mAn ? All leather why 
Didft thod noi form me (brdtd as mv fate, 
Bafe-minded, dull, and fit to carry oorthens ? 
Why have I fenfe to know the cnrfe that's on me I 
Is this juft dealing, Nature ? Bihidtra / 

Entir BcMdtra. 
Poor Bilvidtra / 

BiL Lead me, lead me, my virgins. 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my rcfnge ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face ! 
My heavy heart wiJl leave its doleful beating 
At fight of thee, and bonnd with ft>rightful joys* 
Oh fmile ! as when our loves were in their fpring. 
And chear my fainting foul. 
. yaffl As when oor loves 

Were in their fpring ! Has then our fortunes chang'd ? 
Art thou not, BehiArat ftill the fame. 
Kind, gocd» and tender, as my arms firft found thee? 
If thou art altered, where ihall I have harbour? 
Where eafe my loaded heart ? Oh ! where complain ? 

Bei. Does this appear like change, or love decaying* 
When thus I throw myfelf into thy bofom, 
With all the refolution of fbong truth ! 
Beats not my. heart, as 'twould alarum thine 
'To a new charge of blifs ? I joy more in thee. 
Than did thy mother, when flie hugg*d thee firft. 
And blefs'd the gods for all her travail paft. 

Jaf. Can there in woman be fuch glorious faith > 
Sure all ill (lories of thy fex are falfe 1 

woman ! lovely woman ! Nature made thee 
To temper man: we had been brutes without you ! 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of Heaven $ 
Amazing brightnefs, purity and truth. 

Eternal joy, and'everlafting love. 

Bel, If love be treafure, .we'll be wond'rous rich 5 

1 have To niych, my heart will furely break with't : 
Vows can't Vxprefs it. When I would declare 

How great's the joy, I'm dumb with the big thought $ 

I fwell, I figh, and labour with my longing. 

O ! lead me to fome defart wide and wild. 

Barren as our misfortu;ies, where my foul 

May have its vent> where I may tell aloud 

To the lugh heavens, and ev'ry lift'ning planet. 

With what a boondlefa ftock my bofom's mught ; 

Wheui 
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Where I may throw my eager arms aboat thee. 
Give loofe to love, with kifles kindling joy» 
And let ofFall the fire that's in my heart. 

Jaf O Btlwdera ! doubly I'm a beggar : 
Undone by fortane, and in ckbt to thee. 
Want, worldly want, that hungry meagre fiendi 
Is at my heels, and chafes me in view. 
Can'fl thou bear cold and hanger ? Can thefe limbtt 
Fram'd for the tender offices of bve, 
Endure the bitter gripes of fmarting poverty f 
When bani(h*d by our miferies abroad > 
(As fuddenly we (hall be) to feek out 
In fome far climate, where oor names are ftrangerSf 
For charitable fuccoar ; wilt thoa then. 
When in a bed of ihtiw we ihrink together. 
And the bleak winds ihall whifUe ronnd oar heads i 
Wilt thou then ulk thus to me ? Wilt dion then 
Hu(h my cares thus, and (belter me with love? 

Bel. Oh 1 I will love thee, even in madneft love thee % 
Tho' my difb-adted fenfes (hoiild fbrfake me, 
rd find fome intervals when my poor heart 
Should 'fwage itfelf, and be let loofe to thine. 
Tho' the bare earth be ,all our refting-place. 
Its roots our food, fome clift our haSution, 
ril make this arm a pillow for thine head ; 
And as thou fighing ly'ft, and fwellM with fbrrow. 
Creep to thy bofom, pour the balm of love 
Into thy fouU and kiis thee to thy reft ; 
Then praife our gods, and watch thee till the moming. ■ 

Jaff. Hear this, you Heav'ns, and wonder how jrOi 
made her ! 
Reign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the woiid, 
Bufy religion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and happinefs like mine ; 
Like gaudy (hips, the obfecjuioas billows fall. 
And rife again, to lift yOn m your pride $ 
They wait but for a (lorm, and then devour yoa : 
I in my private bark already wreck'd, 
Like a poor merchant driven to anknown land. 
That had by chance pack*d up his cho^cefl; treafore 
In one 'dear caiket, and fav*d^onIv that ; 
Since I muft wander farther on the ibore. 
Thus hug my little, but my precious fbre, 
Refolv'd to fcoroi and truft 07 fa^c np more* VSx. 
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A C T n. 

' Eiiiir Pierre and Aquilina. 

* Jqui, TVT all thy wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my arms^ 

13 'Than all the wealth of ^/wV^. Prithee flay, 

* And let us love to-night. 

* Pier. No : there's fool, 

* There's fool about thee. When a woman iells 

* Her flelh to fools, her beauty's loft to me ; 

* They leave a tainted fully, where they've pafs'd ; 
' There's fuch a baneful quality about 'em, 

* E'en fpoils complexions with their naufeoufneis ; 

* They infed all they touch : I cannot think 

* Of tafting any thing that a fool has pall'd. [much 

* Aqid. I loath and fcorn that fool thou mean^ft, as 

* Or more than thou can'ft ; but the beaft has gold, 

* That makes him neceflary; power too, 

< To qualify my character, and poife me 

* Equal with peevilh virtue, that beholds 

* My liberty with^ftvy^ In their hearts 

* They're loofe as I am ; but ati ugly power 

* Sits in their faces, and frights pleafures from them. 

* Pier. Much good may't do you, madam, with year 

fenator. 

* Jqui. My fenator ! Why, can'ft thou think that 

wretch 

* E'er ill I'd thy Jquilinah arms with pleafure ? 

< Think'ft thou, becaufe I fometimes give him leave 
« To foil himfelf at what he is unfit for ; 

« Becaufe I force myfelf t'endure and fuffer him, 

< Think'ft thou 1 love him ? No, by all the joys 

* Thou ever gav'ft me, his prefence is my penance. 
' The worft thing an old man can he's a lover, 

* A mere foemento mori to poor woman. 

* I never lay by his decrepid ^^^^ 

* But all that night I ponder on my grave.. 

* Pier. Would he were well fent thither, 

* Aqui. That's my wiih too : [fure, 

* For I hen, n;y Pierre^ I might have caufe, with plca- 
« To play the hypocrite. Oh \ how I could weep 

' Over the dying dotard, and kifs him too, 

* In hopes to fmother him quite ; then, when the time 

* Was come to pay my forrows at his funeral^ 

•(For 
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* (For he has already made me heir to treafures 

* Would make me out-aft a real widow's whining) 

* How could I frame my face to fit my mourning I 

* With wringing hands attend him to his grave ; 

* Fall fwooning on his hearfe ; take mad pofTeffion 

* E'en of the difmal vault where he lay buried ; 

* I'here, like th' Ephefian matron, dwell till thou, 

* My lovely foldier, com'ft to my deliverance ; 

* Th?n throwing up my veil, with open arms 

* And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy. 

* Pier, No more : I've friends to meet me here to* 

night, ^ 

* And muft be private. As you prize my fricndfhip, 

* Keep up your coxcomb; let him not pry, nor liften, 

* Nor frifk about the houfe, as I have feen him, 

* Like a tame mumping fquirrel with a bell on :. 

* Curs will, be abroad to bite him, if you do. 

* Aqut. What friends to meet ! Mayn't I be of your 

couucil ? 
^ Pier, How I a woman a(k queftions out of bed I 

* Go to your fenator ; aik him what pafles 

* Amongft his brethren : he'll hide nothing from you : 

* But pump not me for politicks. No more ! 

* Give order, that whoever in my name 

* Comes here, receive admittance. So good night. 

* Aqui, Muft we ne'er meet again ! embrace no more ? 

* Is love fo foon and utterly forgotten ? 

* Pier. As you henceforward treat your fool, I'll 

think on't. 

* Aqut, Curs'd be all fools, and doubly curs'd myfelf, 

* The worfl of fools — I die if he forfdke me; 

* And how to keep him. Heaven or hell inftrudt me. \Ex* 

SCENE, the Kialto. Enter Jaiffier. 
Jaff^ Tm here ; and thus, the fhades of night around 
I look as if all hell were in my heart, [me, 

And I in hell. Nay, furely 'tis fo with me I 
For every ftep I tread, methinks fome fiend 
Knocks at my brcaft, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how defperate wretches, like myfeX 
h-iave wander'd out at this dead time of night. 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 
Sure I'm fo curs'd, that, tho' of Heay'n forfaken, 
No minifter of darknefs cares to tempt me. 
Hell, heli I. why lleep'Ji thou \ 

Entftt 
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Enter Pkntm 

Pier. Sore Fve (laid too long : 
The clock has flrock, and I may \ok my pro(el3rte» 
Speak, who goes there ? 

Jaffl A dog» that comes to howl 
At yonder moon. What's he, that a(ks the qaeftion f 

Pier, A friend to dogs, For they are honeft creatures^ 
And ne'er betray their matters ; never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, friend ^aj^ t , 

Jaff. The fame.. * O Pitrre^ thou'rt come in i<»fon^ 

• I was juft going to pray. 

Pier. * An ! that's mechanic ; 

• Priefts make a trade on't, and yet flarve by't, too. 

• No praying ; it fpoils bufinefs, and time's precious/ 
Where's Belviifera f 

Jaff. For kAslJ or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I fee farther 
*\^at Fortune -will do with me. Prithee, friend^ 
If thou would'Jd have me fit to hear good counfel,. 
Speak not of BehiJera — • 

Pier. Speak not of her ? 

Jaff. Oh, no \ 

Pier. Nor name her ? May be I wifh her well* 

7^7^ Whom well? 

Pitr. Thy wife ; thy lovely Behidera^ 
I hope a man may wifh his friend's wife well^ 
And no harm done. 

Jaf. Y' are merry, Pierre. 

Pier. I am fo : 
Thou fhalt fmile too, and Behvidera fmile : 
We'll all rejoice. Here's fome thing to buy pins % 
Marriage is chargeable. [G/«i;w him a purj^. 

Jaff, Ibuthalfwifli'd 
To fee the devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muft this buy ? Rebellion, murder, treafon ? 
Tell me which way I muft be damn'd for this. 

Pier. When laft we parted, we'd no qualms like thefo^ 
But entertain'd each other's thoughts like men 
Whofe fouls were well acquainted. Is the world 
Reformed lince our laft meeting t What new miraclei. 
Have happened ? Has Priuit*she&n relented ? 
Can he, oe honeft ? 

Jiff. Kind Hcav'n, let heavy curfes 
Gall his old age ; cramps, aches rack his bones. 

And 
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And bittereft difquif t wring his (leait. 
^ Oh ! let him Iive» till life becomes his borden ; 
' Let him groan under't long. Linger an age 
' In the worft agonies and pangs of death» 

* And find its ewe, but late.' • 

Pitr. Nay, could'ft thou not ' 
As well, my friend, have (lretcli*d the curfe to aH 
The fenate round, as to one finglc villain ? 

Jaff. But curfes ftick not ; conld I kill with ciirfing» 
By Heaven I know not thirty heads in Ftnki 
Should not be blafted. Senators (hould rot 
Like dogs on dunghills : * But their wives and danghtCft 

* Die of their own difeafes/ Oh ! for a cnrfe 
To kill with ! 

Pier. Daggers, daggers are much better* 

Jaff, HaT 

Pter, Daggers. 

Jaf. But where are they ? 

Pier. Oh ! a thoufand 
May be difpos'd of, in honeft hands in Vmm% 

Jaff. Thou Ulk'ft in clouds. 

Pier, But yet a heart, half wrongM 
As thine has been, would find the meaaiag» Jttjjjur^ 

Jaff. A thousand daggers, all in honeft kmdi I 
And have I not a friend will ftick one here ? 

Pier. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cherUhjil 
T' a nobler purpofe, I would be that friend ; 
But thou haft better friends ; friends whom thy wrongi 
Have made thy friends ; friends worthy to be call'd ftr* 
I'll truft thee with a fecret : There are fpiritt 
This hour at work. — But as thou*rt a man, 
M^hom I have pickM and chofen from the world. 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter ; 
And when I've told thee that which only gods, 
And men like gods, are privy to, then fwear 
No chance or change (hall wreft it from thy bolbm. 

Jaff, When thou would'ft bi^d me, is there need oC 
oaths ? [counten ;^ 

* Green-ficknefs girls lofe maidenheads with fncll 
For thou'rt fi> near my heart, that thou may*ft iee 

Its bottom, found its ^rength and firmneis to thea. 
Is coward, fool, or yillain in my face ? 
If I feem none of thefe, I dare bielieve 
ThoQ woaia'ft not nie me ina littb canfe ; _^ 

Far 
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For I am fit for honoar*s roagheft talk ; . 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my province ; 
And for a villainous, inglorio'is enterprize, 
I know thy heart fo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, fet it to what point thoa wilt. 

' Pier, Nay, 'tis a caufe thou wilt be fond of, Jajitr ; 
For it is founded on the noblefl bails ; 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance. 
There's no religion, no hypocrify in't ; 
We'll do the bufinefs, and ne'er faft and pray for't ; 
Openly aft a^deed the world may gaze 
With wonder at, and envy when 'tis done* 
Jaff. For liberty! 
Pier, For liberty, my friend. 
Thou (halt be freed from bafe Priuli's tyranny. 
And thy fequeller'd fortunes heal'd again : 
I (hall be free from thofe opprobrious wrongs. 
That prcfs me now, and bend my fpirit downward ; 
All Fenice free, and every growing merit 
Succeed to its juft rights : fools (hall be pulPd 
From Wifdom's feat ; thofe baleful unclean birds, 
Tho(e lazy owls, who (perch'd near Fortune's top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new-fledg'd virtues, that would rife 
To riobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 
Jaff: What can I do ? 
Pier, Can'ft thou not kill a fen a tor ? 
7^J^' Were there one wife or honeft, I could kill him> 
For herding with that nefl of fools or knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'ft as if revenge 
Were to be had ; and the brave ftory warms me. 
Pier, Swear then I 

yaj\ I do, by all thofe glittering (lars. 
And yon great ruling planet of the night ; 
By all good powers above, and ill below ; 
By love and friendihip, dearer than my life. 
No now'r or death ihall make mc falfe to thee. 

Pier. Here vvc embrace, and 1 11 unlock my heart.^ 
A council s held hard by, where the deftrud;ion 
Of this great empire's hatchino : there Til lead thee.. 
But be a man ! for thou'rt to mix with men 
Fit to difturb the peace of all the world. 
And rule it when 'tis wildeft ■ ■• 
7^J^' I g'l^'c thee thanks 

Fdi 
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For this kind warning. Yes, I'll be a man ; 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou fee'll niy fears 
Bet. ay me lefs, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my bread, and (hew it for a coward's. 
Come, let's begone, for from this hour 1 chace 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my bolom : Vengeance fhall have room : 
Revenge ! 

Pier, And liberty ! 

Jaff. Revenge ! 

Pter. And liberty ! 

Jjff. Revenge ! revenge !— — - [Exeunt » 

TBe 5 C E N E changes to Aquilina'j houfe^ the Greek 
courtezan. 
Enter Renault. 

Ren. Why was toy choice ambition ? the woril 
ground 
A wretch can build on ! 'tis, indeed, at diflance, 
A goodly profpedt, tempting to the view ; 
The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautiful, becaufe'tis nigh to Heav'n ; 
But we ne'er think how fandy's the foundation, 
What ftorms will batter, and what teropefts (hake us. 
Who's there ? 

Enter Spinofa. 

Spin. Renault, good-fnocrow, for by this time 
I tkink the fcale of night has turn'd the balance. 
And weighs up morning ? Has the clock ftruck twt Ivc ? 

Ren, Yes ; clocks will go as t1iey are fet : but man. 
Irregular man's ne'er conliant, never certain : 
I've fpent at leaft three precious hnurs of darknefs 
In waiting dull attendance; 'tis the curfw 
Of diligent virtue to be mix'd, like 'mine. 
With giddy tempers, fouls but half refolv'd. 

Spin, Hell feize that foul amongft as it can frighten. 

Ren, What's then the caufe that I am here alone ? 
Why are we not together ? 

Enter Elliot. 
O, fir, welcome ! 

You are an Engliftiman : when treafon's hatching. 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 
In what whore's lap have you been lolling ? [hand. 

Give but an Englijhman his whore and eaie. 
Beef and a fea-Qoal ^k^ he's your's for ever. 

EU. 
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EH. FreneimoM, you are fancy. 

Rem. Howl 
Enfer Bedamar thi Amhaffadwr^ Theodore, Bramvetf,. 

Durand, Brabe, ReviUido, Mezzana, Ternon, Re* 

trofi, Con/pirators^ 

Bed. At difference ; ^e\ 
Is this a time for quarrels ? Thieves and roguea 
Fall out and brawl : ihould men of your high calling* . 
Men feparated by the choice of Proyidcnce 
From the grofs heap of mankind, and fet here 
In this aflembly as in one great jewel, 
T* adorn the braveft purpofc it e'er fmiPd oa; 
Should you, Irke boys, wrangle for triies B 

Ren. Boys ! 

Bid. Renault, thy hand. 

Ren. I thought I'd given my heart 
Long fincc to every man that mingles here j 
But grieve to find it truiled with fuch tempers. 
That can't forgive my froward age its weakness*. 

Bed. E/lUt, thou once hadft virtue. I have fee» 
Thy ilubborn temper bend with god4ike goodneis^ 
Not half thus courted : 'Tis thy nation's glory 
To hug the foe that oilers brave alliance. 
One more embrace, my friends — we'll all take bandt* 
United thus, we are the mighty engine 
Muft twill the rooted empire from its bails. 
Totters it not already ? 

£/l. Would 'twere tumbling* 

Bed. Nay, it ihall down : this night we feal its rois; 
Enter Pierre. 
O Pierre f thou art welcome. 
Come to my breaft, for by its hopes thou look'ft 
Lovelily dreadful ; and the fate of Fen/ce 
Seems on thy fword already. O my Man f 
The poets that Urd feign'd a god of war. 
Sure prophefy'd of thee. 

Pier. Friend, was not Brutusy 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open fenate 
Stabb'd the iirft Cte/ar that ufurp'd the world). 
A gallant man ? 

Ren. Yes, and CataHne too ; 
Tho- (lory wrongs his fame : for he confpir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of hb country ; 
Hit caufe was good. 

Bed. 
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£ed. And ours as much above it. 
As Renault^ thoa'it faperior to CetJkigui, 
Or Pftrrt to Caffius. 

Pier, Then to what we aim at. 
. When do we Hart ? or muft we talk for ever ? 

Bed, No, Pkrr§^ the deed's near birth; &te fecms !• 
have (et 
The bufinefs up, and given it to our care ; 
I hope there's not a heart or hand amoDgft iia» 
But what is firm and ready« 

Jll. All. 
We'll die with Bidamar. 

Bed, O men, 
Matchlefs ! as will your dory be hereafter : 
The game is for a matchlefs prise, if won : 
If loft, difgraceful ruin. 

* Ren. Whocanlofeit? 
^ The public flock's a beggar : one Vimth^^ 

* Trails not another. Look into their (lores 

* Of general fafety ; empty magazines, 

' A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring unpaid army, 

* Bankrupt nobility, a harrafs'd commonaltyi 

* A fadlious, giddy, and divided fenate, 

* Is all the firength of Fexia : let's deftroy it : 

* Let's fill their magazines with arms to awe them ; 

' Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain 'it; 

* Let loofe their murmuring army on their mailers 

* To pay themfelves with plunder ; lop their nobles 

* To the4>aie roots whence moft of them Ar^ (prung ; 

* Enilave the rout, whom fmarting will make humble ;, 
^ Turn out that droning (enate, and poflefs 

* That feat of empire which our fouls were fram'd for. 

Pier, Ten thoufand men are armed at your nod. 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world : 
This wretched ftate has ftarv'd them in its iervice ; 
And by your bounty quicken'd, they're refolv'd 
To ferve your glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different quarters in this city. 
Watch for the alarm, and crumble 'tis (6 tardy* 

Bed, I doubt not, friend, but ^y utiwearied diligence 
Has flill kept waking, and it Cball have eafe ; 
After this night it is refolv'd we meet 
No mn, m Fitia ownt us four her lords. 

« Pier. 
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Pier, How lovely the Adriatic whore, 
PreH^'d i" her daine< will (hine? Devouring flames ! 
Such as Ihall burn hr: to the watery bouom, 
Ai.vi \.\L Jn nc: vundation. 

AV//. No\v if any 
Auioi j'lt u;-, that owns this glorious caufe, 
Huv;- rier.ds or interell he'd wifli to fave, 
Let J* bi told : the general doom is feal'd ; 
Bu. j d forego the hf^pes of a world's empire. 
Rather than wound the bowels of my friend. 

Pier, I muft confefs, you theie have touched my 
J huve a friend ; hear it ! fuch a friend, [weakneft. 

IMy heart was ne'er fliut to him. Nay, I tell you 
He knows the very bufinefs of this hour ; 
But he rejoices in the caufe, and loves it : 
We've chang'd a vow to live and die together. 
And he's at hand to ratify it here, 

Ren. How*;, all betray'd 1 

Pier. No — I've dealt nobly with you, 
I've brought my all into the public llock : 
I'd but one friend, and him Fll (hare amongd you : 
Receive and cherilh him ; or if, when feen 
And fearch'd, you find him worthlcfs ; as my tongue 
Has lodg'd this fecretin his faithful brcaft, 
To eafe your fears, I wear a dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you relh 
Come forth, thou only good 1 cer could boaft of. 
Enter Jaffier, *tA,ith a dagger. 

Bed. His prefence bears the (hew of manly virtue. 

Jaff\ I know you'll wonder all, that thus uncalPd 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 
But I'm amongft you, and by Heav'n it glads me 
To fee fo many virtues thus united 
To rellore juilicc, and dethrone oppreffion. 
Command this fword, if you would have it quiet. 
Into this breaft ; bnr, if you tliiiik it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes. 
Send me into the curs'd aflembled fenate : 
It (hrinks net, tho' \ meet a father there. 
Would you behold this C;ty flaming ? here's 
A hand (hall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th' arfcnal, and fet its gates on fire. 

Pen. You talk this well, (ir, 

JaJ. Nay— by Heaven I'll do this. 

Come, 
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Come, come» I read didruft in all your faces : 

You fear me villain, and indeed it's odd 

To hear a ftranger talk thus, at firft meeting, 

Of matters that have been fo well debated ; 

But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with councils. 

I hate this fenate, am a foe to Fenice ; 

A friend to none, but men re(blv*d like me 

To pu(h on mifchief. Oh 1 did you but know'tne^ 

I need not talk thus ! 

Bed. Pierre t I mull embrace him, 
My heart beats to this man, as if it knew him. 

Ren I never lov'd thefe buggers. 

Jaf, Still I fee 
The caufe delights ye not. Your friends furvey mc 

As I were dangerous But I come arm'd 

AgaiDll all doubts, and to your irufts will give 

A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 

My Bd'videra, Ho I my Belvidera! 

Bed, What wonder next ? 

Jaff, Let me intrcat you. 
As I have henceforth hoped to call you friends. 
That all but the ambafTador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while, to fpare a woman's blui^es 

. [Exeuftt all hut Bed. Ren. JaiF. Pier. 

Bed, Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us ? 

Jaff, My Bel-uidera ! Behidera ! 
Enter Belvidera. 

Bel Who, 
Who calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour ? 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whifpers. 
And fill my ears v^ith the foft breath of love. 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 

Jaff, Indeed 'tis late. 

* BeU Oh ! I have flept and dreamt, 

* And dreamt again- Where haft thou been, thou loiterer? 

* Tho' my eyes clos'd, my arms have ftill liccn openM : 

* Stretch'd every way betwixt my broken (lumbers, 

* To fearch if thou wcr't come to crown my reft : 

* There's no lepofe without thee ; oh ! the day 

* Too foon will break, and wake us to our forrov^r. 

* Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good night# 

* Jaff* O Bthidera I we muft change the fcenc, 
^ In wiuch the pafi delights of life were tailed,: 

' The 
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' The poor deep little ; we maft learn to watdi 

* Oar labours late, and early every morning ; 

* 'Midfl winter fro^s, thin clad and fed with (paring, 

* Rife to our toils, and drudge away the day. 

Bel, Alas ! where am I ! whither is't you lead me f 
Me thinks I read diftradion in your face, 
Something lefs gentle than the fate you tell me. 
You Ihake and tremble too ! your blood runs cold ! 
Heav'ns guard my love, and blefs his heart with patience. 

Jaff'. That I have patience, let our fate bear witnefS| 
Who has ordainM it fo, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divineft good man e*er4)oflefs'd. 
And I, the wretched'ft of the race of man) 
This very hour, without one tear, muft part. 

BeL Parti muft we part? Oh, am I then forfaken f 

* Will my love caft me off? Have my misfortunes 

* Offended him fo highly, that he*ll leave me ?' 
Why drag you from me ; whither are you going ? 
My dear f my life ! my love ! 

yaf. O, friend ! 

Be/, Speak to me. 

yaf. Take her from my heart. 
She'll gain fuch hold elfe, I (hall ne'er get loofe. 
I charge thee take her, but with tender'ft care 
Kelieve her troubles, and aflwage her forrows. 

Ren. Rife, madam, and command am ongftyotirferVants. 

Jaffl To you, fir, and your honour, I bequeath her. 
And with her this ; when I prove unworthy — 

[Gi'ves a dagger* 

You know the reft Then ftrike it to her heart ; 

And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and every night repeated 
The paflionate vows ftill of increafing love. 
Sent that reward for all her truth and fufferings. 

* BeL Nay, take my life, fince he has fold it cheaply j 

* Or fend me to fome ditlant clime your (lave, 

* But let it be far off, left my complainings 

* Should reach his guilty ears, and (hake his peace. 

* Jaff. No, Belvideray I've contrived thy honour. 

* Trult to my faith, and be but fortune kind 

« To me, as I'll preferve that faith unbroken ; 

* When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a height 

* Shall gather all the gazing world about thee, 

* To wonder what ftrangc virtue plac'd thcc tberCt 

* But, if we ne'er meet more'—- UA* 
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BtL O ! thou unkind one ; 
Ne'er meet more \ have I defervM this from you ? 
Look on me, tell me, fj>eak, thou dear deceiver, 
Why am I feparated from thy love ? 
Jf I am falfe, accufe me, but if true, 
Don't, pi ithee don't, in poverty forfake me, 
. But pity the fad heart that's torn with parting. 
Yet hear me ! yet recall me— \^Ex, Ren. Bed. and Belv, 

Jaff, * O my eye5^ ray heart-firings ! 
^ Look not that way, but turn yourfelvcs a while 
« fnto my heart, and be wean'd altogether.* 
My friend, where art thou ? 

Pier. Here, my honour's brother, 

yaff\ Is Belvidera gone ? 

Pie^, Renault has led her 
Back to her own apartment ; but, by Fleav'n, 
Thou rouft not fee her more, 'till our work's over. 

Ja^: Not fee her ! 

Pier, Not for your life. 

J^ff» O Pierre, were flic but here, 
How 1 would pull her down into my heart. 
Gaze on her, till my eye-ftrings crack'd with love ; 
* Till all my iinews, with its fire extended, 
" • Fix'd me upon the rack of ardent longing :' 
Then, fvvellincj, fighing* raging to be blell. 
Come, like a panting turtle, to her bread ; 
On her foft bofom hoverihg, bill and pLy, 
Confefs the caufe why laft I fled away ; 
Own 'tN^as a fault, but fvvear to give it o'er. 
And never follow falfe ambition more. [Ejxeunt, 



ACT Jll. 
* Enter Aquilina and her maid ^ 

Jqui. ^TT^ELL him I am gone to bed ; tell him I am 
X ' not at home ; tell him I've better com- 
pany with me, or any thing ; tell him, in fhort, I will 
oot fee him, the eternal trouBlefome vexatious fool : 
he's worfe, company than an ignorant phyfician — I'll not 
be difturb'd at thefe unreafonable hours. 
* MwV. Bqt, Madam ! he's here already, jufl ente;'d 
the door. 
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* jfquL Turn him out agun, yoa anneceHaryy nfelefi, 

* fi:kUly-brain'd afs : if -he will not be gone, fee the honfe a 

* Ire, and burn us both : I'd rather meet a toad in my di(hy 

* than an old hideous animal in my chamber to-night. 

• Entir Antonio. 

* Jnt, Nacky, Nacky, Nacky how doft do, 

* Nacky ? Hurry, duir)-. I am come, little Nacky: 

* paft eleven o'clock, a late hcur ; time in all confcience 

* to jro to bed, Nacky Nacky, did I fay r Ah, 

« Nacky, Aquilina, Una, lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, 

* Aqut'ina, Naquilina, Naquilina, Acky, Acky, Nacky, 

* Nacky, queen Nacky come, let's to btd 

* you fubbs, you pug you you little pu(s— Parjee, 

* Tuzzy — I am a fenator. 

* /qui. You are a fool, I am fure. 

* Ant. May be fo too, fweetheart : never the worfe 

* fenator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, let's have 

* a game at romps, Naky. 

' * Aqui, Yqu would do well, fignor, to be troublefcme 
« here no longer, but leave me to myfelf ; be fober, and 
« go home, fir. 

* A"t, Home, Madona ! 

* Aqui, Ay, home, iir. Who am I ? 

< Ant, Madona, at 1 take it, you aremy — yoo are 
« thou art my little Nicky Nacky that's all. 

' Af;ui, I find you are refolv'd to be troublefome; and 
' fo, to make (hortof the matter in few words, I hate you, 
« dttefr you, loath you, I am weary of you, fick of you 
< — hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, impo- 

* tent, folicitous coxcomb : crazy in your head, and lazy 

* in your body ; love to be meddling with ^wcry thing, 

* and, if you had no money, you are good for nothing. 

' A^t, Good for nothing 1 Horry durry, I'll try that 

* prcf' ntly. bixty-onc years old, and good for notning ! 
' that's brave: \1 o tie muid,'\ Come, come, come Mrs. 

* Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a feafon : go, turn out, 
' I fay, it i3 our wi'l and pleafure to be private fome mo- 

* mcnts — out, out, when ycu are bid to {Puts her out ^ 

* t:nd loiki the door] Good t'or nothin;*, you fay ? 

* //',»/. ^Vhy, whit are you jood for? 

* ///./. In the firft plac", madam, I am old, and con- 
' fcr.ii.nily very wiiL-, very wife, Madcna, d'ye mark 

* that f In the ftrcond pine*?, take notice, if you pleafr, 
•* tJ>Ar I am a fcnaior; and, when i think Jit, can make 

* rpeecbe5, 
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^ fpeeches, Madona. ^urry duny, I can make a fpecch 
' in the fenate-houfe, now and then — • would make your 

* hair (land an end, Madona. 

* Jaui, What care I for your fpeeches in the fcnate- 

* houle ; if you would but be filenthere> I fhodd that^k 

* you.- 

* Jnt, Why I can make fpeeches to thee too, my lovely 

* Madona ; for example — My cruel fair one, [Takes out a 

* /j^C/^, and at e^very pau/e Jbakes //] iince it is my fafe, 

* that you fliould, with your fervant, angry prove ; though 
' late at night— I hope 'tis not too late with this, to gain 

* reception for my love There's for thee, my litde 

* Nicky Nacky — take it, here take it — I fay take it, or 

* J '11 throw it at your head — how now, rebel ? 

* Jqui, Truly, my iiluilrious fenator, I muft confefs 

* your honour is at prefenc mofl profoundly eloqucn-t 

* indeed. 

* Ant. Very well : come, now let's fit down, and think 

* upon't a littJc — come, fit, I fay — fit down by me a lit- 

* tie, mv Nicky Nacky. [Sits ^-^-ivw.] Hurry durry—* 

* good ror nothing — 

* Jqui. No, fir, if you pleafe, I can know my diHance, 
^ and (land. 

* Ant. Stand ! how, Nacky up, and I down ? Nay 

* then, let me exclaim with the poet, 

* Shew me a cafe more pitiful who can, 

^ A (landing woman and a falling man. 

' Hurry durry- not fit down— fee this, ye gods ! 

* You won't fit down ? 

* Aqui, No, fir. 

* Ant» Then look you, now ; fuppofe me a bull, a 
bafan^buU, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus up 1 

et, and with my brows, thus bent— * I broo, 1 fay, 
broo, I broo, I broo. You won*t fitdown^ will you? 

< 1 broo 

* [ Beilows like a bulU ond dri*ves her ahbut, 

* Aqui. Well, fir, I mull endure this. [She Jits doiun,^ 

* Now your honour has been a bull, pray what beail wilt 

* your worlhip pleafe to be next ? * " 

* Ant, Now ril be a fenator again, and thy lover, 
•little Nicky Nackv. [He Jits by her, "] Ah! toad, toad, 
' toad, toad ! fpit m my face a little, Nackys fpit in 
' my face» prithee, fpit in my face never (o little : fpit 
' but a little bit ««-^ fpit) fpit, fpit. fpit, when you are 

B2 'bi^. 
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* bid» I fay ; do prithee fpit*— now, now, now, fph; 
, * what, yoi^ won't fpit, will you ? then I'll be a dog. 

* jfgui, A dog, my lord ! 

* /«/. Ay a dog — and Til give thee this t'other purfe, 

* to let me be a dog -^ and ufe me like a dog a iittfe, 
« Hurry durry— I will — here 'tis— [Gives thi pttrfe. 

« Aqui, Well, with all my heart. But let me befeech 

* your dogftiip, to play your tricks over as fall as you can, 

* chat you may come to linking the fooner, and be turn'd 
. • ont of doors, as you 4cferve. 

* Ant, Ay, ay— no matter for that— that (han't move— 

* [Hegefs under the table,] Now, bough, waugh, waogh, 
•^ bough, waugh.— [^Barks like ^ dog^ 

' Aqui. Hold, hold, hold, fir, I befeech you : what is't 
. * you do? If curs bite, they muft be kicked, fir: Do you 
: * fee, kick'd thus. 
. ' /Int. Ay, with all my heart: do, kick, kick on; 

* now I am under the table, kick again, kick harder— 

* harder yet, bough, waugh, waugh, waugh, bough. Odd, 
. * ril have a fnap at thy fhins — bodgh, waugh waugh 

* waugh, bough odds, flie kicks bravely ■ 

* Aqui. Nay, then Til go another way to work wiih 
' you : and I think here's an inflrument fit for the pur- 

* pofe. \Fficbes a *ubrp and a hell, 
' What, bite your miftrefs, firrah ? out of doorb you doj;, 

* to kennel, and be hang'd bite yoor millrefs by the | 

* legs, you rogue— [^be ivbipjhim, 

* Ant, Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving: 

* Ilurrydurry, odd, I'll be a dog no longer. 

' Aqui, Nay, none c f your fawning and grinning: but 

* be gone, or here's the diicipline. What, bite your 

* miftrefs by the leg, you roungrd i Out of doors— hout, 
. * hout, to kennel, fin ah, go. 

* Ant, This is very barbarous uiage, Nacky, verybar- 
« barous; look you, I will not go — I will not IHr from 

* the door, that I refolve hurry durry, what (hut ree 

* out ? [Sbe njobips him out, 

* Aqui. Ay, if you come here any nr.ore to-night, HI 

* have my footman lug you, you cur 1 What, bite yoor 

* poor miftrefs Nacky, firrah? 

* £^/er Maid. 

* Maid, Heav'ns ! madam, what's the ma'ter ? 

[He boivls at tbe door like a deg* 

* Aqui. Call TA^ footmen hither prefently. i 

5 ^ Enter 
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' Enter tnvo ¥ooimen. 

• MaU, They're here already, madam ; all. the houfe ' 

• is alarm'd with a ftrange noife, thai no-body knows 

• what to mi.ke of. 

* J/ui. Go, all of you, and turn that trodble(bme 

• beall in the next room out of my houfe— If ever I fee 

• him within thefe walls again, without my leave for hi« 

• admittance, you fnca"king rogues— I'll have you poi- 

• fon'd, all poifon'd like rats 5 every comer of the houfc 

• fhall (link of one of you 5 gOi and learn hereafter to 

• know my pleafurc. So; now for rtiy Pterre, 

• Thus, when the god-like lover is difpiea&'d, 

* We facrifice our fODi, and he's appeas'd. [Exeunt.^ 

SCENE a cbamher. Enter Belvklefa, 
Z?r7. I m facrifit d ! I'm fold \ berrayM CO (hftme ! 
Incvinble ruin has inclosM me I 

• No fooner wa^ I to my bed repairM, 

• To weigh and (weeping) ponder my condition ; 

• But the old hoary wrctCb, 10 whoi'e falfe card 

• My pepcc and hcnour was entrufted, came, 
' (Like Tttrqkin) ghaOly, with infernkl lult. 

• O \\\o\x RowMH i utrnef 

• Thou could'ft find friend^ to vindicate thy wrong? 

• i never had but one, and he's prov'd falfeV 
He that (l:ould guard my virtue, hat betray'd it; 
Left me ! undone me ! Oh, that I couid hate him I 
\Vhcre Ihall I go? Oh, whither, whither wander? 

£«/#r Jaffier, 
JaJ^, Can Bel^Uera want a refting-place, 
When th(;re poor arms arc ready to receive her? 
« Oh ! 'tis in vain to ihuggle with deOres. 

• Strong is my love to thee ; for, every moment 

• Pm from thy fight, the heart within my bofbm 

• Mourns like a tender infant in its cradle^ 

• Whofe nurfe has Icftit. Come,* and with the fongs 

• Of gentle love, perfuade it to its peace. 

• BeL 1 fear ihe ftubborn wanderer will not own me; . 

• *Tis grown a rebel, to be rul*d no longer ; 

« Scorns the indulgent bofom, that firft luH'd it 5 

• And, like a difobedient child, difdains 

• 1 he foft authority of Btlnjidira. 

* y^.' There was a lime— - 
BeL Ves, yes, there was a time. 

When Belwdere^^ tears, her cries, and {ot^'fiZf 

£3 Were 
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Were not defpis'd ; when, if flie chanc'd to igh. 
Or look but lad— — «-there was indeed a tin^e, 
WhcB Jafier would have ta'en her in his arms, 
Kas*d her declining head upon his breaft, 
And never kft her, till he found the caufe. 
' But let her now weep feas ; 

* Cry, till (he rend the earth ; figh, till (he burd 

* Her heart afunder; flill he bears it all, 

* Deaf as the wind, and as the rocks unlhnken. 

* Jfjf* Have I been deaf? Am I that rock unmov'df 

* Againft whofe root tears beat, and Aghs are fent 

* In vain ? Have I beheld thy forrows calmly ! 

* Witnefs againft me. Heavens, have I done this f 

* Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 

■ And let that angry dear one ne*er forgive me. 

* Oh ! thou too ralhly cenfureft of my love ; 

* Couldft thou but think how I have fpent this night, 

* Dark, and alone, no pillow to my .head, 

* Reft in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 

* Thou wouldft not, Bttvidera, fure thou wouldll not 

* Talk to me thus ; but like a pitying angel, 

* Spreading thy wings, come fettle on my bread, 

* And hatch warm comforts there, ere forrows (tcfzt it. 

* BeL Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful corner 

* Hail thou been talking with that witch, the night ? 

* On what cold ftone haft thou* been ilretchM along, 

* Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head, 

* To mix with theirs the accent of my woes ? 

* Oh ! now I find the caufe my love rorfakes me: 

* I am no longer fit to bear a (hare 

* in his concernments. My weak female virtue 

* Muft not be trufted : *Tis too frail and tender.' 

Jof, O Portia^ Portia ! What a foul was ihinc ! 

Bd, That Portia was a woman ; and when Brutus^ 
Big with the fate of Rome^ (Heav'n guard thy fafcty !) 
Concealed from her the labours of his mind ; 
She let him fee her blood was great as his, 
Flowed from a fpring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles as his love. 
Ketch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dower 
Thou gav'ft laft night in parting with mc; Ihike it 
Here to my heart; and, as the blood flows from ic, 
Judgf if it run not pure as Cato\ daughter's. 

* y*i^. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 

• Unworthy 
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* Unworthy fo much virtue. Teach me how 

* I may deferve fueh matchlefs love as thine, 

* And fee with what attention I'll obey thee. 

* Bei. Do not defpife me : that's the all I aflt. 

* Jaff, Defpife thee I Hear me > 

* Bel. Oh ! thy charming tongue 

* Is but too well acquainted with my weaknefi; 

* Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 

* Diffolv s within my bread; till with clos'd eyes 

* I reel into thy arms, and all's forgotten. 

'Jaff. Whatlhallldo? 

* Bel, Tell me; be juft, and tell me, 

* Why dwells that bufy cloud upon thy face? 

* Why am I made a ftranger,^ Why that iigh, 

* And I not know tl\^ caufc ? Why, when the world 

* Is wrapp'd in reft, why chufes then my love 

* To wander up and down in horrid darknefs, 

* Loathing his bed, and thefe defiring arms ? 

* Why are thefe eyes blood-fhot with tedious watching ? 

* Why ftarts he now, and looks as if he wifh'd 

* His fate were finilh'd ? Tell me, eafe my fear ; 

* Left, when we next time meet, I want the power 

* To fearch into the ficlcnefs of thy mind, 

* But talk as wildly then, as thou look'ft now.* 

Jaff, O Behidera ! ' 

BeU Why was I la ft night delivered to a villain ? 
Jaff, Ha I a villain ? 

BeL Yes, to a villain 1 Why at fuch an hour 
Meets that aflembly, all mlde up of wretches, 

* That look as hell had drawn them into league?* 
Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger. 
Was I delivery with dr<radful ceremonies ? 

^0 youy fir^ and to^ymr honour I bequeath her^ 
And nxntb her this : Whenever I pro've unworthj'-^ 
Tou know the reft — then ftrike it to her heart. 
Oh ! why's that reft conceal'd from me ? Muft I 
Be made the hoftage of a belli fh truft ? 
For fuch I know I am ; that's all my value. 
But, by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
111 free thee from the bondage of thefe flaves; 
Straight to the fen ate, tell 'em all I know. 
All that I chink, all that my fears inform me. ' 
J off. Is this \}Pit Roman virtue; this the blood 
That boaHs its purity with Cato\ daughter? 

B 4 Would 
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Would ftc have eVr betravM her Bratiu? 

Efl. No: ■ • 

For S'^vtus truflcd her Wert thou fo kind» 

Wrat wcuIj net Bi^v: tiara fuffirr for thee? 
5^.: r. I ihiil undo inyfelf, and tell thee all, 
' it/. Lcck r.c: spon me as I am, a woman* 

• K.:t a? a bone, thy wife, ihy tiiend; who long 

• Has had adciifiion to thy heart, and there 

• i?:i:dy'u ihc lirtnes of thy gaJlant nature. 

• Tny confiar.cy, thy courage, and thy truth, 

• Have been my daily leflbn : I hare learn'd 'cm, 

• Ar.d, ho.c ss thou, can foffer or defpife 

• 1 he v.-GiT: of fates for thee, and with thee fhare 'em. 

* Jf'J^' O, thca divineil pov^erl look down, and hear 

• My prayers 1 ir^ftruft mc to reward this virtue:* 
Yet thick a litilc, ere thon tempt me further; 
Tnink I've a tale to tell will ihake thy nature. 
Melt a!! this boafied conibncy thou talk'ft ofj 
Into vile tears and deipicable forrow*: 

Then, if thou ihoaldM betray me !— — 

B.I. Shall I fwear ? 

Jajf, No, do xu>t fwear : I would not vioUte 
Thy tender nature w ith (b rode a bood ; 
But as thou hop'ft to fee me live my dajn. 
And love thee long, lock this within thy bread : 
I've bound myiclf, by all the ftciftdl facraments. 
Divine and human 

£i!. Speak! 

'J^j. Tc kill thy father—— 

ir.. My father ! 

Jif. Nay, the throats of the whole fenate 
S\ii^\ r.leed, my BtlviSera, He amongfl us, 
Tiia: {p2.Tts his iathcr, brother, or his friend. 
Is damned. ' How rich and beauteous will the face 

• Of rdln look, when thcfe wide ftreets run blood I 

• I, and the glorious partners of my foiiane, 

• Shooting, and ftriding o'er the proflrate dead, 

• Sti!! to new wafte ; whihl thou, far off in fafcty, 

• Smilinr:, (halt fee the wonders of our daring; 

• ALd, when night comes, with prai: and love receive 

« me.' 
Bfl. Oh I 

Jaf: Have a care, and (hfink not even in thcoght : 
For if thou do'ft— — • 

Bi!. 
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Bel, I know it; thou wilt kill me. . 
Do, ftrike this fvvord into this bofom : lay mc 
Dead on the earth, then thou will be fafe. 
Murder my father ! Tho' his cruel nature 
Has.perfecuted me to ray undoinj^ ; 
Ddven me to bafefl wants ; can I behold him. 
With fmiles of vengeance, botcher'd in his age ? 
The facred fountain of my life dcllroy'd f 
And cand thou fiied the blood that gave me being ^ 
Nay, be a traitor too, and fell thy country? 
Can thy great heart deicend {6 vilely low. 
Mix with hir'd flaves, bravoes» and common (labbers^ 
• Nofe-flitters, alley-lurking villains 1* join. 
With fuch a crew» and take a ruffian's'wages» 
To cut the throats of Wretches as they flcep ? - 

JaJ\ Thou wrong'il me, BeMdira ! Tve engag'd 
With men of fouls ; fit to reform the ills 
Of all mankind : there's not a heart amongfl them '■ 
But's flout as death, yet honeil as >the nature 
Of man firft made, ere fraud and vice were fafhions. - 
. Bel. What's he, to whofe curs'd handslaft night tho» 

gav'ft me ? 
Was that well done ! Oh ! I could tell a flory, 
Would rouze thy lion heart out of its den, 
And make it rage ^ith terrifying fury. 
Jaff, Speak on, I charge ihecr 
Bel, O my love ! if e'er 
Thy Bel<videra^ peace deferv'd thy care, 
Remove me from this place. Laft night ! laft night I 
Jaff. Diftraft me not, but give me all the truih. 
BkL No fooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
left in the power of that old Ton of mifchief j 
No fooner was I laid on my fad bed, 
Eut that vile wretch approached me, loofe, * qftbutton'd, 
* Ready for violation v' Then my heart 
Throbb'd with its fears : Oh, how I wept and figh'd f 
And (hrunk and trembled ! wifh'd in vain for him 
That Ihould proteft me! Thou, alas I wert gone. 

Jaff, Patience, ^eet Heav'n, till I make vengeance 

fare. 
BeL He drew the hideous dagger forth, thou gav'ft him^: 
Andj with upbraiding^ fmiles « he fi^id, Bth^U it : 
This w the pledge of a Jalje bujbtini*s love: 
And in iby armfl then prcfs'd. and wotild have ck^'d mei 
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But with my cries, I fcar'd his coward heart, 

Till he withdrew, and muttered vows to hell. 

1 lyjle are thy friends I with tbefe thy life, thy honoar» 

Thy love, a 1 ftak'd, and all will go to ruin. 

y.v^ No more : 1 charge thee keep this fecret dofc. 
Clear up thy forrows ; look as if thy wrongs 
, Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend. 
As no complaint were made. No more ; retire. 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
I'll heal his failings, and deferve thy love. 

Bel. Oh ! fhould I part with thee, I fear thoi^ wilt 
In anger leave me, and return no more. 

J/fJl Return no more ! I would not live without llicc 
Another night, to pnrchafe the creation. 

BiL When (hall we meet again ? 

7^. Anon, at twelve 
I'll Ileal myfelf to thy expeding arms : 
Come like a travell'd dove, and bring thee peace. 

BeL Indeed! 

Jaff: Py all our loves* 

BeL Tis hard to part : 
But fure no falfnocd ever lookM fo fairly. 
Farewell ; remember twelve. [EjiJf* 

Jijfl Let Heav'n forget me. 
When I remember not tny truth, thy love. 

• How curs'd is my condition, tofs'd and joflled 

• From every comer! Fortune's common fool, 

• The jeft of rogues, an inftrumental afs, 

• For villains to lay loads of ihame upon, 

• And drive about jufl for their eafe and fcorn.* 

Enfer Pierre. 

P;Vr. faffier. 

JrJ, Who calls > 

Pier, A friend, that could have wifhM 
*T^have found thee otherwife employed. What, \nsnt 
A wife on the dull foil ! Sure a flaunch hu&and 
Of all ko^nds is the dulled. Wilt tho« never. 
Never be weanM from caudles and confedionbf 
What fennnine tales liafl thou been lill'ning to. 
Of unairM fhirts, catarrhs, and tooth-ach, got 
By thin -fol'd (hoes ? Damnation 1 tkatafcl.ow^ 
Chofen to be a ibarer in the deilrudlion 
Of a whole people, ihouU (heak thus into <:orncr9 
To walk hi& tine> and fool his mind with love, 
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Jaff. May not a man then trifle out an hour 
With a kind woman, and not wrong his calling ? 

Pier, Not in a caufe like ours. 
- J off. Then, friend, our caufe 
Is in a^iamn'd condition : for Til tell thee. 
That canker-worm, call'd lechery, has touch'd it ; 
'lis tainted vilely. Would'ft thou think it ? Rtnduk 
XThat mortify*d old withered winter rogue) 
Loves limple fornication like a pried; 
I found him out for watering; at my wife; 
He vifited her laft night, like a kind guardian : 
Faith, fhe has fome temptation, that's the truth on't« 

Pier, He durft not wrong his truft. 

Joff, 'Twas fomething late though. 
To take the freedom of a lady's chamber. 

Pier. Was (he in bed ? 

y^. Yes, faith 1 in virgin fticets, 
White as her bofom, Pierre^ di(h*d neatly up. 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to tatte. 
Oh 1 how the old fox flunk, I warrant thee. 
When the rank fit was on him, i 

Pier, Patience guide me i 
He's us'd no violence? 

Jaff. No, no ; out on't, vidlence ! 
Play'd with her neck ; brufh'd her with his grey beard; 
Struggl'd and toua'd ; tickl'd her till (lie fqueak'd alitllcr 
May be, or fo — but not a jot of violence— 

Pier, Damn him. 

Jajf. Ay, fo fay I ; but hu(h, no more on't. 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Myfelf no mcnlkr yetT * tho' no man knows 
"• What fiate he's born to.' Sure it is near the hour 
We all (hould meet for our concluding orders 5 
Will the ambafTador be here in peifon ? 

Pier. No, he has fent com million to tkat villain Rt" 
To give the executing charge : {nauk^ 

I'd have ihee be a roan, if poffibk, 
And keep thy temper ; for a brave revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. 

Joff. Fear not, I am as cool as patience, 

* fiad he complcated my di(honour, rather 

* Than hazard the foccefs our hopes are ripe for, 

* I'd bear it all with mortifying virtue.' 

JPitr. Hc'^ yoiidcr> coming this way thro* the halls 

^ %6 tfe. 
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His thoughts feem full. 

J off. Prithee retire and leave me 
With him alone : 1 11 pat )iixn to fome trial ; 
See how his rotten pan will bear the touching. 

Pier. Be careful tlien. \Exit^ 

Jaff, Nay, never doubt, but truft me. 
What, be a devil, take a damning oath 
I* or (hedding native blood ! Can there he a fin 
In merciful repentance? Oh, this \iiLiri ! 
Enter Rennult. 

Ren, Pcrverfe and peevifh : What a flavc is man 
To let bis itching fleih thus get the better of him I 
Difpatch the foofher hufband — that were well. 
Who's there? 
fjflff. A man. 

Ren, My friend, my near ally, 
The hoftage of your faith, my beauteous chsrgc, is verj* 

Jflf. Sir, are you fure of thai ? [well* 

Stands (he in perfe*^ health ? Beats her pulfe even ; 
Neither too hot nor cold ? 

Ren, What means that quedion? 

Jiiff. Oh ! women have fanialiic conflitutions, 
Tnconftant in their wiflies, always wavering. 
And never fixt. Was it not boldly done ' 
liven at firft light, to trull the thing I lov'd 
(A tempting treafure too) with youth fo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honeil. 

Ren. Who dare accufe me ? 

J'ff. Curs'd be he that doubts 
Thy virtue I 1 have t^yM it, and declare, 
V/{ re 1 to chafe a guardian of my honour,. 
iW put it in thy keeping ; for I know thee. 

Ren, Know me '. 

Jujf. Ay, know thee. There's no falfhood in thee; 
Tiiou look'il juil as thou art. Let us embrace. 
Now would 'It thou cut my diroat, or I cut thine. 

Tien. You dare not do't. 

y^if. You lie^ fir. 

Rnu How! 

Jaff No mere, 
"I'is a bafe world, and mufl reform, that's all. 
Enter Spincfa, Theodore, Elliot, Rcrillido, DartnJ, 
Bramveil, and the reft of the con/pirators. 

Ren. Spinfifuy 'Theodore^ you are welcome* 
. Spin. You arc trembling^i fir. Reu% 
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I^ett, 'Tis a cold night, indeed ; I am aged ; ,, 

Full of decay and natural infirmities. [Pier, re enttrs»' 

We fl.all be warm, my friends, I hope, to-morrow. 

Pier, 'Twas not well done ; thou (hoold'il have ilroak'd 
And not have gal I'd him, [hjm,. 

Jajf. Damn hiai, let him chew on't. 
Heav'n I Where am I ? bcfct wiih curfed fiends. 
That wait to damn me 1 What a devil's man, 
When he forgets his rfature hu(h, my heart. 

Ren* My h-iends, '\\$. late : are we a&mbled all I . 

* Where's T/jeceloreP 

* Thetu^. At hand, 

* Ren» Spino/a, 

* Spin, Here. 

* Ren. Bram^vtih 

* Bram. I am ready. 

* Ren» Durand and Brabe^ 

* Doff Command us. 

* We are both prepared.' 

Omnes. All; all. 

Ren. * Mezzana, Re'villiJ^, 

* Ternon^ Reirofi :^ Oh ! youVe brave men, I find 
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her fummons. 
To-morrow's rifing fun mud fee you all 
Decked in your honours. Are the fbldiers ready ? 

Pier. All; all." 

Ren, You, Durand, with your thoufand, muft poflcfs 
St. Mark's ; you, captain, know your charge already ; 
'Tis to fecure the ducal palace : ' You, 

* Brabe, with an hundred more, mufl gain the Seeque: 

* With the like number, Bramveil^ to the ProcuraleJ* 
Be all this done with the leaft tumult poflible, 

'Till in each place )\)u poll fufiicient guards ; 
Tl^en fheathe your fwords in every breall yoa meet, 

Jaff.^Ch, reverend cruelty ! damn'd bloody villain. 

Re». During this execution, Durandy you 
Mull in the midll keep your battalia fall ; 
An^y-Theodore, be fure to plant the cannon 
That may command the llreet ; * whilfl Rcmllido^ 

* Mezzana, Ternott^ and Retroji guard you.' 
This done, we'll give the general alarm, 
Apply petards, and force the ars'nal gates ; 
Then fire the city round in feveral places, 

' Or with GUI canooo (il^itdare.reiift) 

. . Baiter 



jt VENICE PRESERVE. 

Bstter to ruin. Bat above all, I charge yoa 
Shed blood enough ; fpare neither fex nor age. 
Name nor condition : if there lives a fenator 
After- to morrow, though the dull eft rogue 
That e'er faid nothing, we have loft our ends* 
Ifjpoffible, let's kill the very name 
Of fenator, and bury it in blood. 

Jaff\ Mercilefs, horrid flave — Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough, old Renault ! how thou charm'ft me ! 

Ren^ But one thing more and then farewel, till fate 
Join us again, or fep'rate us for ever: 
Firft let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next (hall thus 
Wing ye together : but Jet us all remember. 
We wear no common caufe upon our fword. 
Let each man think, that on his fmgle virtue 
Depends the good and fame of all tl^ reft ; 
Eternal honour, or perpetual infamy. 
^ Let us remember, through what dreadful hazards 

• Propitious fortune hitherto has led us : 

"* How often on the brink of fome difcovery 

« Have we ftood tottering, yet ftill kept our ground 

• So well, that the bufieft fearcher ne'er could follow 

• Thofe fabtle tracks, v/hich puzzled all fufpicion ?' 
You droop, fir. 

'J off. No i with moft profound attention 
I've heard it all, and wonder at thy virtue. 

Ren. ^ Tho' there be yet few hours 'twixt them and 

• Are not the fenate lull'd in full fecurity, [ruin, 

• Quiet and fatisfy'd, as fools are always ? 

• Never did fo profound repofe fore-run 

• Calamity fo great. Nay, our good fortune 

• Has blinded the moft piercing of mankind, 

• Strengthen'd the fearfuUeft, charm'd the moft fufpeft- 

• Confounded the moft fubtle ; for we live, [ful, 

• We live, my friends, and quickly fhall our lives 
■* Prove fatal to thefe tyrants.' Let's consider. 
That we deftroy oppreffion, avarice, 

A people nurs'd up equally with vices 

And loathfome lufts, which nature moft abhors. 

And fuch as without fhame (he cannot fuffer. 

Jaff. O Bel'videra ! take me to thy arms. 
And ihew me where's my peace, for 1 have loft it. \ExiU 

Ren, Without the leaft remorfe then, let's reiblve 
With iire and fword t'extermi|iate thefe tyrants ; 

^Axul 
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* And when we (hall behold thefe cursM tribunals 

* Stain'd by the tears and fufferings of the innocent, 

* Burning with flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 

* The raging, furious, and unpitying foldicr 

* Pulling hi» reeking dagger from the bofoms 

* Of gating wretches ; death in every quarter ; 

* With all that fad diforder can produce 

* To make a fpedtacle of horror ; then, 

* Then let us call to mind, my deareft friends, 

* That there is nothing pure upon the earth ; 

* That the moll valu'd things have moft alloys, 

* And that in change of all thofe vile enormities,' 
Under whofe weight this wretched country labours, 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 

V l^tjr. And may thofe powers above, that arc propitious 
To gallant minds record this caufe, and blefs it ! 

Ren, Thus happy, thus fecure of all we wifh for^ 
Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
Falfe to -this glorious enterprize, what fate. 
What vengeance, were enough for fuch a villain ? 
£//. Death here without repentance, hell hereafter* 
Ren, Let that be my lot, if as here I Hand, 
Liifted by fate among her darling fons, 
Tho* I had one only brother, dear by all 
The ftrideft ties of nature ; * tho' one hour 
"• Had given us birth, one fortune fed our wants, 

* One only love, and that but of each other, 

* Still fill d ©ur minds :' could I have fuch a friend 
Join'd in this caufe, and had but ground for fear 

He meant foul play ; may this right hand drop from me. 
If Vd not hazard all my future peace» ^ 

And ftabhim to the heart before yOu. Who, 
Who would do Icfs ? Would'tt thou not, Pierre^ the famc?^ 

Pier, You've fingled me, fir, out for thb hard queftion. 
As if 'twere Uarted only for my fakei 
Am I the thrng you fear? Here, here's ray bofom. 
Search it with 'all your fwords. Am 1 a traitor t 

Ren. No : bat I fear your late commended friend 
Is little lefs. Come, firs, 'tis now no time ^ 
To trifle with our fafety, Where's thfs JaffierP 

Spin, He left the room juil now, in ftrange disorder,,' 

Ren, Nay there is danger in him : I obferv'd him ; 
33aring the time I took for explanation > 
He was t^aa^orted from mx>fttieep attention 

1 To 
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To a confufion which he could not fmother. 

* His looks grew full lof fadnefs and furprizc» 

* All which betray'd a wavering fpirit in him^ 

* That labour'd with reludlancy and forrow.' 
What's requifite for fafety muft be done 
With fpecdy execution ; he rediains 

Yet in our power ; I, for my own part, wear 
A dagger 

Fur, Well. 

Ren. And I could wifh it— — 

Piir. Where? 

Ren. Bury*d in his heart. 

Pier. AwsLy ! we're yet all friends. 
>fo more of this ! 'twill breed ill blood among us. 

'>^//jr. I^t us all draw our fwords, and fearck the houff> 
Pull him from the dark hole'where he fits brooding 
O'er his cold fears, and each roan kill his (hare of him. 

Pier. Who talks of killing ? Who's he'll (hed the blood 
That's dear to me ? Is't you ? or you, fir ? 
What, not one fpeak ! how you Aand gaping all 
On your grave oracle, your wooden god there I 
Yet not a word 1 then, fir, I'll tell-you a fecret; 
Snfpicion's but at bcil a coward's virtue. [Ta Ren* 

Ae/T. A coward [HanMes Jbij jhvorj. 

Pier. Put up thy fvvord, old man ; 
Thy hand (haKcs at it. Come, let's heal this breach; 
1 am too hot : we yet may all live fiiends, 

Spi/u Till we are (iite, our friendihip cannot be fo^ 

Pier. Again! Who's tiiat? 

Spin. Twasl. 

Thee J. Ar.d I. 

Ren. And I. 

Om. And all. ' 

* Ren, Who arc on my fide ? 

Spin. * Every honcu fvvord.' 
Let's die iikc K.en, and not be fold like Haves. 

Pier. Oncfuch word more, by Heav'n, I li to the fcnate. 
And bang yc all, 1 ke doj^s, in dullers. 
Why weep your coward fvvords half out their fhells I 
Why do you not a 1 brandifli them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren. Go to i!',c ienatc, and betray us, halltf! 
Secure thy wretched life; we fear to die 
Lcfs than thou dar*il be hondU 

Piir. 
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Pier. That's rank fallhood. 
Fear'il thou not death ? Fie, therc*s a knavifli itch 
In.that fait blood, an utter foe to fmartin^. 
Had Jaffier^ wife prov'd kind, he*d ftill been true. 
Faugh — how that Hinks ! 
1 hou die 1 thou kill my friend ! or thou ! or thou ! 

* V/ith that lean wiiher'd face 1' 

Away, difpcrfc all to your feveral charges, 

And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you. 

I'll bring the man, whofc blood you fo much thirll for, " 

And you thai! fee him venture for you fairly— 

Hence ! hence, 1 fay. [Exit Renault angrily. 

Spin, 1 fear we have been to blame. 
And done 100 much. 

' Theo^, * I'was too far urgM againft the man you Iov*d. 

' Rev. Here take our fwords, and crulh them with your 

Spin. Forgive us, gallajit friend. ' [feet. 

Pier. Nay, now youVe found 
The way to melt, and caft me as you wilK 

* 1 11 fetch this friend, nnd give him to your mercy: 

* Nay, he (hall die, if you will tak«brffi from me. 

* For your repoPe, Til quit my heort'i be^ i«w^l| 

* But would not have him torn away by viUftinii 

* A ^itefid villainy. 

• Sfin, No, may you both 

* For ever live, and fill the world with fame.' 

Pier, * Now ye're too kind.' Whence arofe all thif 
difcoro? 
Oh, what a dangerous precipice have we 'fcap'd I 
How near a fall was all we'd long been buildmg t 
What an eternal blot had ftaia'd our glories, 
If one, the bravcft and the beftof men. 
Had fall'n a facrificc to ralh fufpicion, 
Butcher'd by thofe, whofe caufe he came to cherilh I 

* Oh ! could you know him all, as I have known him ; 

* How gobd he is, how juil, how true, how brave, 

* You would not leave this place till you had feen him j 

* Humbled yourfelves before him, kifs'd his feet, 

* And gain'd rcmiflion for the worfl of follies.* 
Come but to-morrow, all your doubts (hall end. 
And to your loves me better recommend. 
That Fvc preferv'd your fame, and fav'd my friend. 

[Exeunf, 

. ACT' 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE the Rialto. 
Enter Jaffier anii Belvidera. 

JaJ. T T 7HERE doft thou lead me ? Ev'ry ftep I movc^ 
V V Methinks I tread upon fome mangled limi 
Of a rack'd friend. O, my charming ruin ! 
Where are we wandering ? 

Be/, To eternal honour, 
ypu do a deed (hall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of thofe few 
That have iav'd finking nations. Thy renown 
Shall be the future fong of all the virgins. 
Who by thy piety have been preferv'd 
From horrid violation. Every ftreet 
Shall be adorn'd with ftatues to thy honour : 
And at thy feet this great infcription written, 
Rememker him that propfd the fall af Venice. 

Jaff. Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The facred bonds of oaths, aud holier friendlhip. 
In fond compaflion to a woman's tears. 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour. 
To facrifice the bofom that rcUcv'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me? . 

Bel. O inconllant man ! 
How will you promife ; how will you deceive I 
Do, return back, replace me in my bondage. 
Tell all thy friends how dangeroufly thou lov'ft me. 
And let thv dagger do its bloody office. 

* O ! that kind dagger. Jaffier^ how't will look 

* Struck thro' my heart, drench'd in my blood to th'hilt; 
■ Whilll thefe poor dying eyes, (hall with their tears 

' No more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free ;* 

Or, if thou think'fl it nobler, let me live. 

Till Tm a viftim to the hateful lull 

Of that infernal devil, * that old fiend, 

' That's damn'd himfelf, and would undo maokind/ 

Laft night, my love ! 

Jaff, Name it not again : 
It ihews a beallly image to my fancy. 
Will wake me into madnefs. ' Oh, the villain I 

* That durft approach fuch purity as thine 

•0» 
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' On terms (o vile :' Deftru&ion, fwift deflnidlont 
Fall on my coward hcad^ ' and ftiake my name 

* The common fcorn of fools, if I forgive him: 

* If I forgive him ! If not revenge 

* With utmoft rage, and moft unftaying fury, 

* Thy fufFerings, thou dear darling of my life.* 

£eL Delay no longer then, but to the fenate. 
And tell the difmal'll (lory ever utter'd : 
Tell 'cm what bloodshed,' rapines, defolatiofis, 
Have been preparM : how near's the fatal hour. 
Save thy poor country, fave the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to morrow*s dawn 
Muft elfe fee dead. * Save the poor tender livei 

* Of all thofe little infants, which the fwords 

* Of murderers are whetting for, this moment. 

* Think thou already hear'lt their dying fcrcams ; 

* Think that thou fee'ft their fad diftraSed mothers, 

* Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity: 

* With torn di(hevel*d hair and ftreaming eyes, 

* Their naked mangled breads befmearM with blood ; 

* And even ^he milk, with wjiich their fondled babes 

* Softly they hufh'd, dropping in angoifhfrom 'em : 

* Think thou feeft this, and then confult thy heart. 

• 7qf. Oh ! 

• BeL Think too, if you lofe this prefent minute, 

* What mifcries the next day brings upon thee : 

* Imagine all the horror of that night ; 

* Murder and rapine, waile and defolation, 

* Con fus'dly raging:' Think what then may prove 
My lot ; the ravifher may then come fafe. 

And, 'midft the terror of the public ruin, ' 
Do a damn'd deed ; * perhaps may lay a train 

* To catch thy life : then where will be revenge, 

* The dear revenge that's due to fuch a wrong r' 

y^ By all Hcav'n's powers, prophetic truth dwells 
in thee ; 
For every word thoo fpeak'ft (Irikes thro* my heart, 

* Like a new light, and (hews it, how't has wander'd/ 
Juft what thou'5 made me, take me, BelviJerat 

And lead me to the place where I'm to fay 
This bitter leflbn ; where I muft betray 
My truth, my. virtue, conftancy, and friends. 
Muft I betray my friend? Ah ! take me quickly ; 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd; 

If 



] 
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If I rel»fe once more, idPs loft for evc^r. 

BtL Haft thou a friend more dear than Behidtra ? 

Jaff. No ; thou'rt my foul itfelf | wealth, frlend(hip» ' 
honour ; 
All prefenc joys, and earneft of all future. 
Are fumm'd in ihee. • Methinks when in thy arms, 

* Thus leaning on thy bread, one minute's more 

* 7^han a long thoufand years of vulgar hours. 

* Why was fuch happiiicfs not given me pure ? 

* Why daQi'd with ciuel wrongs, and bitter warnings V 
Come, lead nr^ f( rw.<rd, now, like a tanr.c lamb 

To facrifio\ Thus, in his fatal garlands 
DcckM iine and pleas'd, the wanton (kips and plays. 
Trots by th* enticing flattVing prieftefs* fide, 
And^uch tranfpoited with \ib little pride, 
Forgers his dear companions of the plain ; 
Till, by her bound, he's on the altar lain. 
Yet then too hardly bleats, fuch pleafure'sin the pain. 

Enter Officer and fix Guards* 
Offi. Stand I who goes there I 
B(L Friends. 
• 7ff^; Friend*. StivUtra/ Hide me from my W«ttdii 

* By Heav'n. Td rather fee the fiice of hei)| 

* Than meet the man I love.' 

Ofi, . But what friends are you ? 

Btl. Friends to the fcnate, and tlve ftate of ftniti. 

Offi, 'My orders are to feizc on all I find 
At this late hour, and bring *em to the council, 
Who are now fitting. 

Jajr. Sir. you (hall be obey'd. 

* Hold, brute, Hand off! none of your paws upon me.' 
Now the lot's call, and, fate, do what thou wilt. 

[Exeunt guarded^ 
S C R N E, /^^ Senate, houj}, ' ^ 
When appear Jilting the Duke y Venice, Priuli, 
Antonio, and eight ether Senators. 
Duke, Antony^ Priuli^ fenators of Venice^ 
Speak, why are we ailembled here this night ? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
7 he ftate of Vaiue honour, or its fafetv ? 

Pri, Could words exprefs the llory I've to tell you. 
Fathers, thefe tears were ufelefu, thele fad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but there is caufc 
We all ihould weep, tear off thefe purple robes. 

And 
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And wrap ourfclves in fackclotbt fititngdowa 
On the fad earih, and cry aloud to Heav'n : 
Heav n knows^ if yet there be an hour to como 
fyc FenUe be no more. 

MSen. How! 

Prii, Nay, we (land 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin. 
Within this city's fo»m'd a dark confpiracy 
To maffacre us all, our wive^and children, 
Kindr^ and friends, our palaces and temples 
To lay in afhes : riay, the hour too fix*d ; [ment. 

The fwords, for aoght I know, drawn e'en this mo- 
And the wild wafle l^gun. From unknown hands 
I had this warning ; but, if we are men, 
Let's npt be tamely butcher'd, but do fomething 
That may inform the world, in after-ages, 
Our virtue was not ruin'd, tho* we were, [AncifcwUhout* 
Room, room, make room for fome prifoners— — 

' Sen, Let's raife the city.* 

Enter Officer and Guards , 

Duke, Speak there. What diJlurbance? 

Offi, Two prifoners have the guards feizM in the drect. 
Who fay, they come to inform this reverend fenate 
About the prefent danger. 

Enter Jaffier and Offictr, 

All. Give ?cm entrance— Well, who are you ? 

'Jaff, A villian. 

Ant, « Short and pithy :' 
The man fpeaks. well, 

Jaff, Would every man, that hears me. 
Would deal lb honcftly, and own his title. 

Duke, 'Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contriv'd 
Againft the Hate.; and you've a ihare in*t too. 
Jf you are a villain, to redeem your honour 
Unfold the truth, and be reftor'd with mercy* 

Jaff^ Think not, that I to fave my life came hither j 
I know its vrjue better; but in pity 
To all thofe wretches, whofe unhappy dooms 
Arc fix'd and fcal'd. You fee me here before ) ou, 
The fworn and covenanted foe of Venice : 
But ufe me as my dealings may defcrve. 
And I may prove a friend. ^ 

Duke, 1 he flaves capitulates ; 
Give hini the tortures. 
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Ja^. ThatTCBdarsDOtdo: 
YovV^ar «roa*t kt y:>a» nor dt£ loo^g itch 
To heir a ncry ^-hich >-oq dread the tntth of: 
Tr^us, whsc':: tJif :*cir of izirt fiuH ne'er get from me. 
Co* iris i.x icir'd wir: tJireat*iunjr ; bovs arc wbipt 
Into cc~i£5:-5 : b«: j. .:eaiy mizd 
Aiii '-f i::ilr', cs'cr tis the body cogi^kL 
Give Ilia the lornires \ — naiss bat ;';2cha taicg 
Agiin, by Hrav'n I'll ihut tbefc bps for ever. 
Nc: a'l yccr ricksr ycur e::gi-C5, cr yocr wheels^ 
Sha!! fbrce a erccn away, that yoa may gu=f5 at. 

* A^.t. A rl:ody-ci:r:o;c fellow, TL warran:; 
• A ci.Ti r. 'd blooi y - z: ir. d ed i el!ow . ' 

D'jki, Xar:e yc ur cccdiilcns. 

J^f. Fcr myielf t^i! pi.-ica, 
Bcnles :r.e lives of :v»3 ir.i r.-.er.ty fricr.cs. 
Whole r.iT.ef are here c l roll *d— Nay, let their crimes 
Be ne'er lb rcor.ftro. s, I mufl have ihe oaths 
And facrei pro.Tiu* cf fnis reverend cocnci]» 
That in a lull airenibly of thefenate 
The th:::g I fwear be .-utify'd. bv^ear this. 
And rii unfold the fecret of your danger. 

^ AL We'll fwear/ 

Z>2irf. Propcfe the osth. 

Jcf. ''.y all the hopes 
Ycj have of peace and happinefs hereafterj 
Swear. 

* Al\ We all fwear. 

* Jiif. To grant me what I've afk'd, 
« Ye f.vear ?* 

All. We fwear. 

'Jaf* And, as ye krep the oath, 
Mi-y you, and your pofterity be blefsM, 
Or cursM for ever, 

AiL Elfe be curs'd for ever. 

Jaf. Then here's the liil, and with't the full difdofe 
Of all that threatens you. [ / »* livers e pmper. 

Now, fate, thou haft caught me. 

* Ati Why, what a dreadful caialo^ue of cut> throats 

* is here ! Til warrant you, not one or theic fellow:: but 

* has a face like a lion. I dare nut (o much as read 

* their names over.' 

Duie. Give order that all diligent fearch be made 
To feize thcfc men, their cliaradlcrs are public. 

The 
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The paper intimates their rendezvous 

To be at the houfe of the fam'd Grecian courtezan, 

Call'd J^uilina; fee the place fecwr'd. 

•-<//?/. What, my Nicky Nacky ! hurry durry ! 

* Nicky Nacky, in the plot — I'll make a fpeech. 

* Moft noble fenators, 

* What headlong apprehcnfions drive yoa on, 

* Right noble, wife, and truly folid fenators, 

* To violate the laws and rights of nations ? 

* The lady is a lady of renown ; 

* 'Tis true, (he holds a houfe of fair reception, 

* And, iho' I fay't myfelf, as many moic 

* Can fay, as well as I — — 

* 2 Sen, My lord, long fpeeches 

* Are frivolous here, when dangers are fo near us. 

* We all well know your intereft in that lady ; 

* The world talks loud on't. 

* j4nf. Verily 1 have done ; 

* I fay no more. 

^ Duke, But, fince he has dedar'd 

* Himfelf concern 'd, pray, captain, take great caution 

* To treat the fair one as becomes her charai^er ; 

* And let her bed-chamber be fearch'd with decency,' 
You, Jafiery muft with patience bear till morning 
To be our prifoner. 

Jaff. Would the chains of death 
Had bound me fafe, ere I had known this minute. 

* I've done a deed will make my ftory hereafter 

* Quoted in competition with all ill ones : 

* The flory of my wickednefs fhall run 

' Down thro' the low traditions of the vulgar, 

* And boys be taught to tell the tale of Jojffier.* 

Duke, Captain, withdraw your prifoner. 

Jfff* Sir, if poflible. 
Lead me where my own thoughts themfelves may lofe me; 
Where I may doze out what I've left of life, 
Forget myfelf, and this day's gui}t and falsehood. 
Cruel remembrance, how ihall I appeafe thee ? 

[^Exit guarded. 

Off, [without.'] More traitors; room, room, make 

Dkke. How's this, guards? [room there. 

Where are our guards ? Shut up the gates, the treafon*s 
Already at the doors* 

Enter Officer, 

Offi. My lords, more traitors, ScizM 
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SeisM in the very a£k of confulution ; 
FurnilkM with arms and iDftruments of aufchicf. 
Bring in the prifbnecf. 
En/er Piene, Renault, Theodore, Elliot, Reveliido, 

aitJ other cQnffiratorsy in fettirs. 
Pier, You, my lords, and fathers, 
(As you aie pleasM to call )Ourfvlves) of Femicii 
If you fit here to guide the courfe of jultice. 
Why thefc difgraccful chains upon the limbs 
That have fo often laboured in your fcrvice? 
Are thefe the wreaths of triumph )'e bellow 
On thofe, th.it bring yo j conquelfc home, and honours? 

Z)..vc'. Go on ; you thall be heard, dr. 

* Jfit. And be liang'd too, I hope.' 

Pier, Arc thefe the trophies I've deferv'd, for fighiinj 
Your battles with confederated powers ? 
When winds and feas confpir'd to overthrow you. 
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own harbours ; 
And you, great Duke, (hrunk trembling in yoor palace. 
And faw your wife, ihcjjiriaiic, plough'd, 
Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours ; 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your loofe f'enftiajss 
The tafk of honour, and the way of greatnefs ? 
Raised you from your capitulating fears 
To I'lipuiate the terms of fu'd-for peace ? 
And this my reconi pence ! If I'm a traitor. 
Produce m} charge; or (hew the wretch that's bafe 
And h'Lve enough to tell me I'm a irakor. 

DiiJtf. Know yc\x one Jafier ? ICevJp, murmar. 

Pier, Vc<, and know his virtue. 
W'u jultice, truth, his gei:eral worth, and fuflfeiings 
Irom a hard father, taught me firli to love him, 

D:.ke. ofce aim brought forth, 

E.:tet J: frier guarded. 

Pin, Illy friend too bound ! nay then 
Our fate has conquerM ur , and we muft fall. 
V- hy droops the man whofe welfare's fo muth m'n«», 
Thi y'r^ but on^ thing : Thefe reverend tyrants, y -^^r, 
Call us traitors. Art thou one, my brother ? 

"JcJ^, To thee I am the falfefl-, verieft flavc. 
That e'er betray 'd a generous, trulling friend. 
And gave up honour to be £ure of ruin. 
All o jr fair horcF, which morning was t* have crowa'd^ 
iiss this cuii'd tongue o'crthrcwa. 

fur* 
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Pier. So, thcii all's over: 
Ftnice haft loft her freedom, I my life* 
No more ! 

Duki. Say ; will you make confcftlon 
Of ybur vile deeds, and truft the fenatc's mercy ? 

Pier. Cars^d be your fenate : cursM yoar conftitution : 
The corfe of growing fadlions and divifions» ' 

Still vex your counciu, (hake yoar public fafety. 
And make the robes of government you wear 
Hateful to you, as thefe bafe chains to me. 

Duke, Pardon, or death ? 

Pier, Death ! honourable death ! 

Re/i. Death*^ the beft thing we a(k, or yoa can give. 
No (hamefiil bonds, but honourable death. 

Duie. Break up the council. Captain, guard your 
prifoners. 
Jaffier, you're free, but thefe muft wait for judgment. 

Ex, ail the fenators. 

Pier, Come, where's my dungeon ? Lead me to my 
It will not be the firtt time I've l<xlg'd hard [ftraw : 

To do the fenate.fervice. 

Jaff". Hold one moment. 

Pter. Who's he difputes the judgment of the fenate? 
Prefumptuous rebel — on — [Strikes \zSjt 

Jaff. By Heaven, youftirnot! 
I muft be heard ; I muft have leave to (peak. 
Thou haft disgraced me# Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juftice \ 
But ufe me as thou wilt, thou canft not wrong me. 
For I am fallen beneath the bafeft injuries: 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy. 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 

* Shut not thy heart againft a friend's repentance ;* 
But, as there dwells a godlike nature in thee, 
Liften with mildnefs to my fupplications. 

Pier, What whining monk art thou ? what holy cheat. 
That would ft incroaoi upon my credulous ears, 
And cant'ft thus vilely? Hence! I know thee not; * 

* Diilemble and be nafty.' Leave, hypocrite. 

Jaff, Not know me, Pierre i 
Pier, No, know thee not! What art thou? 
Jaff. Jaffier, thy friend, thy once-lov'd valuM friend! 
Tho* now defervedly icQrn'd, and us'd moftliardly. 
Pier. Thou, Ja^l tl^, my onccJovM raluM friend! 
C By 
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B^ Heav'ns, thoo ]y'f{ ; the man fo callM, m^ fricB4» 
Was generous, honeft, faithfal, jtit^, and nUianti 

Noble in mind, and in his perfon lovely; 
Dear co ^y eyes, and tender to my heart : 
But thoa, a wretched, bafe, falfej worthlefs coward. 
Poor, even in foul, and loathlbme in thy aiped ; 
All eyes muft (hon thee, and all hearts detell thee. 
Prithee avoid ; nor longer cling thus round me. 
Like fomething banpful, that my nature's chill'd at. 
J off. 1 have not wrong'd thee, by thcfe tears I have not. 

• But iUU am honeil, true, and, hope too, valiant; 
« My mind ilill full of thee, therefore dill noble. 

• Let not thy eyes then fhun me, nor thy heart 

• Deleft me utterly. Oh ! look upon me, 

• Look back, and fee my fad, iincere fubmiffion ! 

• How my heart fvvells, as e'en 'twould burft my bo(bm ; 

• Fond of its goal, and labouring to be at thee. 

• What (hall I do ? what fay, to make thee hear me ?' 

Pin* Haft thoa not wrong'd roe ? Dai'ft thou call 
That oncc-lov'd, valu'd friend of mine, [thyfelf 

And fwear thou haft not wrong'd me? Whence ihcfc 

chains ? 
Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment? 
Whence this diihonour, but from thee, thou falfe one? 

Jaff. All's true ; yet grant one thing, and I've done 

Pter, What's that ? [aikiog. 

Jaff. To take thy life, on fuch conditions 
The council have propos'd : thou, and thy friends. 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier^ Life ! alk my life ! confefs ! record myfelf 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe. 
And carry up and down this curled city^, 
A difcontented and repining fpirit, 
Buithenfomc to itfelf, a few years longer; 
To lofc it, may be, at laft, in a lewd quarrel 
For feme new fiiend, treacherous and falfe as thoa art! 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling. 
And cannot part on better terms than now. 
When oi)ly men, like thee, are fit to live itt*t. 

Jaff. By all that's juft 

Pier* Swear by fome other power. 
For thou haft broke that facrcd oath too lately. 

7j^. Then, by that hell f mcfit, Pll not leave thee. 
Till, to thyfelf at leaft, thoa'rt recondl'd, 

Howeitr 
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However thy rcfenCment deal with me. 

Pier. Not l^avc me ! 

Jaff. No ; thou (halt not force mc from thee. 
Ufe me reproachfully^ and like a (lave ; 
Tread on me» buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head ; I'll bear it all with patience 
Shall weary oat thy moft unfriendly cmelty : 
Lie at thy feet, and kifs 'em, tho* they fpurn me; 
Till wounded by my fufferings, thou relent. 
And raife me to thy arms, with dear forgiveiie(s« 

Pier. Art thou not— 

Jaff. What? 

Pier. A trahor ? 

Jaff. Yes. 

Pier. A villain ? 

Jaff. Granted. 

Pier. A coward, a moft (candalous coward ; 
Spiritlefs, void of honour ; one who has fold 
Thy everlafting fame for fhamelefs life ! 

Jiff. All, alli and more, much more : my faults are 
numberlefs. 

Pier. And would 'ft thou .have me live on terms like 
Baie, as thou'rt falfe— — [thine f 

Jaff. No ; *ti« to me that's granted : 
The fafety of thy life was all I aim'd at, 
In recom pence for faith and truft fo broken. 

Pier.. I fcorn it more, becaufe preferv'd by thee ; 
And, as when firft my foolifti heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, fought thee in thy mifeneS| 
Rtliev'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from the ftate 
Of wretched nefs, in which thy fate had plung'd thee. 
To rank thee in my lift of noble friends ; 
All I receiv'd, in (urety for thy truth. 
Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger. 
Given with a worthlefs pledge, thou fince naft ftol'n : ^ 
So I reftore it back to thee again; 
Swearing by all thofe powers which thou haft violated. 
Never from this curs'd hour, to hold communion, 
Friend{hip, or intereft, with thee, tho* Our years 
Were to exceed thofe limited the world. 
Take it— rfarewel — for now I owe thee nothjng. 

Jaff^ Say, thou wilt live then. 

Pier* For mv life, difpofe it 
Tufi as thou wilt, becaufe *tis what I'm tir'd with. 
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Jaff. OPitrre! \ 

Pitr, No more, 

Jaff. My eyes won't lofe the fight of thee. 
But languifli after thine, and ake with gazing. 

Pitr. Leave me — Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 
from me ; 
And carfes, great as is thy faUhood, catch thee* [Ex. 

Jaffn Amen* 
He's gone, my father, friend, preferver; 
And here's the portion he has left me : 

[Holds the daggtr »/• 
This dagger. Well remember'd ! with this dagger, 
I gave a folcmn vow of dire importance; 
Parted wiih this, 2ii\6. Belvidtra together. 
Have a care, mem'ry, drive that thought no farther: 
Mo, ril efteem it, as a friend's laft legacy; 
Tieafure it up, within this wretched boiom. 
Where it may grow acquainted with my heart. 
That, when they meet, they fUrt not from each other. 
So, now for thinking-— A blow, called traitor, villain. 
Coward, dilhonourabie coward ; foagh ! 
' Oh ! for a long found ileep, and fb forget it** 
Down, bufy devil. 

Enter Belvidera. 

Bel. Whither fhalll fly? 
Where hide me and my miferies together? 
Where's cow the Roman confbncy I boafted ? 
Sunk into trembling fears and defperation. 
Not daring to look up to that dear face 
Which us'd to fmile, even on my faults ; but, down^ 
Bending thefe miferable eyes to earth. 
Mull move in penance, and implore much mercy. 

Jaff. Mercy 1 kind Heav'n has furely endle(s ftorcs 
Hoarded for thee, of bleflings yet untaded : 

* Let wretches, loaded hard with guilt, as I am, 

• Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the burthen, 

• Creep with a remnant of that ftrength they've left 

• Before the footllool of that Heav'n they've injur'd.* 

O, Behideral I am the wretched 'ft creature froe; 

E'er crawl'd on earth. * Now, if thou'ft virtue, help 

* Take me into thy arms, and fpeak the words of peace 

* To my'^ivided foul, that wars within me, 

• And raifes every lenfe to my confufion : 

* By iieav'n, I'm tottering oa the very brink 

*0f 
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« Of peace; and thou art all the hold I've left. 

• Bel. Alas! I know thy forrows are moll mighty: 

* I know thou'ft cau(e to mourn, to mourn, my Jaffitr^ 
■ With endlefs cries, and never-ceafing wailing: 

« Thott'ft loft-i — 

• 7^. Oh ! I have lt)ft what can't be counted ;' 
My friend too, Belvidera^ that dear friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my health reioic'd in. 
Has us'd me like a flave, (hamefully us'd nie : 

*T would break thy pitying heart to hear the ftory, 

* What ihall I do ? Refeniment, indignation, 

* love, pity, fear, and mem'jcy how I've wrong'd him, 

* Diftradl my quiec, with the very thought on't, 

* And tear my heart to pieces in my bolom.' 

BeL What has he done? 

• Jaff. Thou'dft hate me, fhould I tell thee. 

• BeL Why ? [bear it r 
' Joff, Oh ! he has ns*d me I yet, by Heav'n, t 

' He has us'd me, Belvidera! but firft f^car, [terly, 

* That when Pvc told thee, thou wilt not loath me ul- 

* Tho* vileft blots and Hains appear upon me'j 

* But ftill, at leaft with charitable goodnefs, 

* Be near me, in the pangs of my afflidion ; 

* Nor fcorn me, Behidera^ as he has done. 

• BtL Have I then e'er been falfe, that now I'm 

* doubted ?. 

* Speak, what's the caufe I'm grown into diftruft ? 

* Why thought unfit to hear my love's complaining? 

• Jaff. Oh ! 

« BeL Tell me. 

• Joff, Bear my failings, for they're many. 

* O my dear angel I in that friend, I've loft 

* All my foul's peace; for every thought of him, 

* Strikes my fenfe hard, and deads it in my braint! 

* Would'll thou believe it.? 

• BeL Speak.' 

J off. Before we parted, 
Ere yet his guards had led him to his prifon, 
Full of feverell forrows for his fuiferings. 
With eyes o'erflowing, and a bleeding heart, 
*. Humbling myfelf, ajmoft beneath my nature^* 
As at his feet I kneel'd, and fucd for mercy, 

* Forgetting all Our friendihip, all the dearnefs, 
*' In which we've liv'd fo many years together,' 

C 3 NN\S3tL 
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With a reproachful hud, he daQi'd a blow: 

He (lri!kck me, Alnndera! by Heav^a, he ft nick me! 

Buffeted, call'd me traitor, villain, coward. 

Am I a coward ? Am I villain ? Tell me : 

Thou'rt the bed judge, and mad'ft me, if I am fo ? 

Damnation ! coward ! 

BtL Oh! forgive him, Jaffier\ 
And, if his fufierings wound thy heart already^ 
What will they do to-morrow? 

J^f. Ah! 

Bei. To-morrow, 
When thou ihalt fee him ftretchM in all the agonies 
OF a tormenting and a (hameful death ; 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 
Infulted o'er by a vile butchering villain ; 
What will thylieart do then ? Oh I furc 'twill ftream. 
Like my eyes now. 

Jqfi\ What means thy dtcadful ftory? 
I)eath, and to-morrow ? broken limbs and bowels t 

* Infulted o*er by a vile butchering villain ! 

< By all my fears, I (hall ftart out to madnefs 

* With barely gueffing, if the truth's hid longer.* 

BeL The faithlefs fenators, 'tis they've decreed. 
They fay, according to our friends' requeft, 
They (hall have death, and no ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy all as forfeited ; 
Falfe to their oaths, and deaf to intercefiion. 
Warrants are pafs'd for public death to-morrow. 

Jaff. Death ! doom'd to die ! condemn'd unheard ! 
un pleaded! 

BeU Nay, cruel 'ft radcs and torments are preparing 
To force confeffion from their dying pangs. 
Oh ! do not look fo terribly upon me ! 
How your lips (hake, and all your face diforder'd ! 
What means my love ? 

^aff. Leave me, I charge thee leave me ! — Strong 
Wake in my heart. [temptations 

Bel For what ? 

Jaff, No more, but leave me. 

BeL Why? 

Jiiff, Oh ! by Heav'n, I love thee with that fondnefs, 
J would not have thee flay a moment longer 
Mear thefe curs'd hands ; are tliey not cold upon thee ? 
\FulU tbi daggn half out efhu S^fim^ 
and puts it back again* 
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BeL No, everlading comfort's in thy arms. 
To lean thus on thy breaft, is fofter eafe 
Than downy pillows, declcM on leaves of rofe?. 

Jajgr. Alas ! thoa think^ft not of the thorns 'tis fill'd 
with : 
Fly ere they gall thee. There's a lurking ferpent 
Ready to leap, and fting thee to the heart : 
Art thou not terrify 'di 

Bel. No. 

Jaff, Call to mind 
What thou hall done, and whirhef tHou ha(l'l>rought me* 

Bd. Hahl [mifchiefl 

Jaf. Where's my friend ? my friend, thou fmilin^ 
Nay, shrink not, now^tis too late ; * thou (hould'fl have flea 

* When thy guilt firft had caufc;' for dire revenge 
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans ! 
Hark, how he groans 1 his fcreams are in my ears 
Already ; fee, they've fix*d him on the wheel, 
And now they tear him— Murder! pcrjur'd fcnate! 
Murder— Oh !— Hark thee, traitrefs» thou bift done this I 
Thanks to thy tears, and falfe perfuading love. 

How her eyt% fpeak ! oh, thou bewitching creature ! - 

[F tiling fir bit ^aggtr^ 
Madnefs can't hurt thee. Come, thou little trembler^ 
Creep even into my. heart, and there lie fafc ; . 
'TIS thy own citsdcl— Hah— yet ftaad off, 
Heav'n muft have jullice, * and my broken vows 

* Will fink me elfe beneath its leaching mercy.* 
Ill wink, and then 'tis done— — 

BtL What means the lord 
Of me, my life, and love? What's in thy.bofom. 
Thou grafp'ft at fo? * Nay, why am I thus treated ? 

* [Jaffier draws the dagger, and offers to flab htf^ 

* What wih thou do?' Ah! do hot kill nve, Joffigr: 

* Pity theie panting breads, and trembling liralM, 

* That us*d taclafp thee when thy looks were mjUder, 
< That yet hang heavy on my ungurg'd foul; 

* And plunge it not into eternal darknefs.* 

J off. Know, Behidtra. when we parted laiV 
I gave this dagger with thee, as in truft. 
To be thy portion if I e'er prov'd felfe. 
On fuch condition was my truth bdiev'dt 
But now 'tis forfeiicdi aad jxiaft be paid for. 

[Offers tojlab her agaht* 
C4 B,U 
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Jr/. Oh!, mercy! ^ l&mb^. 

Jmf. Nay, no ftniegUngr 

BJ^ N0W9 then, kiUme. 

[LiMfs Bnhis neci, mud kij/tt hm> 
While thus I cling abont thy cruel neck, 
Kifs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys * 

Greater than any I can guefs hereafter. 

Jii^, I am, I ani a coward, viitnefs Heav'n, 
^^^:neIs it, earth, and zs^vj being witnefsi 
'Tis but one blow ! yet, by immortal love, 
i cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee, 

\He tbro'ws a^xey tb: dngger^ and emlracts her* 
The fcal of Providence is Aire upon thee ; . 
And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders. 
Oh ! thou wert either born to fave or damn me. 
By all the power that's given thee o'er my foul; 
By chy refiftlefs tears and conquering fmiJes, 
* By the vidcrious love that ftill waits on thcc ;* 
Fly to thy croel father, favc my friend. 
Or all bur future quiet's loit for ever. 
Fall at his feet, cling round his rev'rend limbs. 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears. 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Cruih him in th'arms, torture him with thy foftnefs ; 
Nor, till thy prayers are granted, fet him frte^ 
But conquer him, as thou haft conquered me. [Exeunt* 
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SCENE, OH apartment in PHuli^s hufi. 

Enter Priuli folus, 

WHY, cruel Heav*n, have my unhappy d;^$ 
Been lengthened to this fad one ? Oh ! dimononr, 
And deathlefs infamy have fall'n upon me. 
Was it my fault ? Am I a traitor ? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter wedded : 
There my beft blood runs foul, and a difeafe 
Incurable has feiz'd upon my memory. 
To make it rot and (link to after- ages. 
^ Cur^'d be the fatal minute when I got her ; 
* Or wott'd that I*d been any thing but man, 

•And 
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' And rais'd an ifTue which woold ne'er have witmgM me. 

* The mife ableft creatures (man excepted) 

* Are not the lefs eileem'd, tho* their pofterity 

* Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers': 

* The vileft beafts are happy in their offspring, 

* While only man gets traitors^ whores, and viUains, 

* CursM be the name, and fooje fwift blow from fate, 

* Lay this head deep, where mine may be forgotten/ 

Enter Belvidera in a long mourning vtiL 

Bel, He's there, my father, my inhuman father. 
That for three years has left an only child, 
Bxpos'd to all the outrages of fate. 
And cruel ruin! — oh 

Pri, What child of forrow 
Art thou, that com'll wrapt up in weeds of fadnefs, 
And'mov'ft as if thy ftejps were tow'rds a grave? 

Bel. A wretch who, from the very top of happineis 
Am fallen into the lowed depths of mifery, . 
And want your pitying hand to raife me up again. 

'' Pri. Indeed thou talk'fl as thou hadil tailed forrowiS 

* Would I could help thee! 

* Bel. 'Tis greatly in your power : 

* The world too fpeaks vou charitable; and I, 

< Who ne'er a&'d alms before, in that dear hope, 

* Am come a begging to you, fir, 

• Pri. For what ? 

' Bei. Oh ! wellregard me, is this voice a flrange one ? 

< Confider too when beggars once pretend 

* A cafe like mine, no little will content *em.' 

Pri, What wouldrt thou beg for ? 

Bel. Pity and forgivcnefs. [TArows up hit vetk 

By the kind tender names of child and father, 
JHlear my complaints, and t^ke me to your love. 

Pri, My daughter ! 

Bel, Yes, your daughter, • by a mother 
' Virtuous and noble,' faithful to your honour, 

* Obedient to your will, kind to your wilhesr 

« Dear to your arms. By all the joys (he gave youy 

* When in her blooming years (he was your ireafure, 

* Look kindly on mh ! In my face behold 

* The lineaments of her's you've kifs'd fo ofteri, 

* Pleading the caufe of your poor call-0|f d&Ud. 

• Pri. Thou art. my dafighter. 

* Bit, Yes'— and you're oft told me^ 
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With Biiilei of love atid cha0e paternal lu£lb» 
I'd much refemblance of my mother. 

* Pri. Oh ! 

' Viidfk thoa inherited her matchlefs virtoes, 

• I'd too been blefb'd. 

* BeL Nay, do not call to memory 
' yiy difobedience ; but let pity enter 

' Into your heart, and quite e^ce th' impreffion* 

*• For could you think how mine's perpleic'd with fadneCb 

• Fears and defpairs diflrafl the peace within me ; 

' Oh ! you would take me into your dear, dear arms, 

• Hover with ftrong compaflion o'er yoor young one, 

• To (bclrer me with a protefting wing 

• From the black gather'd f^orm, that's juft, juft break- 

F /. Don't talk thus. [itgJ 

Be/. Yes, I mull : and yoa mud hear too. 
I have a holband. 

Pri. Damn him. 

B:/. Ob ! do not corfe him. 
He would not fpeak Co haro a word towards yoo 
On any terms, howc er he deal ^ith me. 

Pri. Ah! what means my child? 

' Bfl. Oh ! there's but this ftiort moment 

• 'Twixt me and Ute : yet fend me not wiih ciufes 

• Down to my grave; afe)rd me one kind bkfliog 

• Br fore wc part : jull take me into your arms, 

• And recomniend me wjth a prayer to Heav'n» 

• I'hat I may die in peace; and when I'm dead— — 

* Pri. How my foul's catch'd ! 

« BeL Lay me, I beg you lay me 

• By the dear afhes of my tender mother. 

• She would have pity'd me, had fate yet fpar'd her. 

* Pri. By Heav'n, my aking heart forebodes much wi^ 

« chef! 

• Tell mc thy l^ory, for I'm ftill thy father* 

* Bel. No : I'm iiill contented. 
•Pri. Speak. 

* Sei. No matter. 
« Pri. Tell me : 

• By yon blefsM Heaven, my btart rtms o*er with foni- 

* Bti. Oh I [neik 

* Pri. Utter it/ 

* Bei. Oh ! my dear hofbandi my dear hnlband^ 
Carries a dagger in hit -once kind bofoai, 

* Ta 
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To pierce the heart of your poor Bthidira, 

Pri. Kill thee ! 

Bel. Yes^ kill me. When he pafs'i his faith 
And covenant againd your (late and fenate. 
He gave me up a hollage for his troth : 
With me a dagger, and a dire commiHion, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro* thii bofinn. 
I learnt the danger, chofc the hour of Jotc 
T' attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevail'd, and blefs'd me with fuccefs ! 
He came, confefs'd> betrayed his deareft friends 
For promird mercy. Now they're doom'd to fuffer^ 
Gaird with remembrance of what then was fworn. 
If they are loft, he vows t'appeafe the gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood th' atonement. 

Pri. Heav'ns! 

• Bel, Think you faw what pafs'd at our laft parting : 

• Thinic you beheld him like a raging lion, 

• Pacing the earth, and tearing up his fteps, 

• Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 

• Of burning fury : think you faw his one hand 

• Fix'd on my throat, while the extended other 

• Grafp'd a keen thrcat'ning dagger : Oh ! 'twas thuj 

• We lad embrac'd, when, trembling with revenge, 

• He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my bofom 

• Prcfented horrid death. Cry'd out, my friends, 

• Where are my friends ? fwore, wept, rag'd, threatened, 

lov'd, 

• For he yet lov'd, and that dear love preferv'd mc 

• To this laft trial of a father's pity. 

' I fear not death ; but cannot bear a thought ' 

• That dear hand (hould do th* unfriendly o£ce/ 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the fenate, fave the promised lives 

Of his dear friends, ere mine be made a facriiicf • 

Pri, Oh, my heart's comfort ! 

Bel. Will you not, my father? 
Weep not, but anfwer me. 

Pri. By Heav'n, I will. 
Not one of them but what (hall be immort^. 
Cakill thou forgive me all my follies paft ? 
i'll henceforth be i^doed a father ; A^er, 
Never more thus expofe, .but cheriih thee, 
t>izx as dit vital warimh that feeds my lift» 
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D;ar as thefe eyei that weep io fondDefi o*er thee : 
Peace to thy heart. Farewell. 

BtL Go, and remember, 
'Ti3 Bel*uidera*% life her father pleads for. [Ex./tvirallj* 

* Enter Antonio. 
' Ham, hum, ha ! 

* Signor PriuH^ my lord Priulif my lord, my lord, my 
' lord. Now we lords love to call one another by oar 

* titles. My lord, my lord, my lord, — Pox on him, 1 
^ am a'lord as well as he. And io let him fiddle.— lH 

* warrant him he's gone to. the fenate-houfe, and I'll 

* be there too, feon enough for fomebody. Odd^ 

* here's a tickling fpeech about the plot ; I'll prove 

* there's a plot with a vengeance — would I had it widi- 

* out book ; let me fee — i— 

* Moft reverend fenators, 

* That there is a plot, furely by this time no man that 
' hath eyes or underflanding in his head will prefume to 
' doabt ; 'tis as plain as the light in the cucumber— no 

* — hold -there — cucumber does not come in yet — 'tis 
' as plain as the light in the fun, or as the ni;in in the 

■* moon, even at noon day. It is indeed a pumpkin- 

* plot, which juft as it was mellow, we have gather'd, 

* and now we have gaihcr'd it, prepar'd and drefs'd it, 

* fhall we throw it like a pickled cucumbef out of the 

* window ? No : that it is not only a bloody, horrid, ex- 
' ecrable, damnable, and audacious plot ; but it is as I 
■ may fo fay, a fancy plot : and we all know, moft reve- 

* rend fathers, that what is fauce for a goofe is fauce for a 

* gander : therefore, I fay, asthofe blood- thi^fty^ganders 

* of the confpiracy would have deftroy'd us geefe of the 
' fen ate,, let us make hafte to deftroy them ; fo I humbly 

* move for hanging — Hah ! hurry durry, — I think this 

* will do ; though I was fomething out at firft, about the 
^ fun and the cucumber. 

* Enter Aquifina. 
*Aqui. Good-morrow, fenator. 
Ant, Nackv, my dear Nacky ; morrow, Nacky ; odd 

* I am very briflc, very merry, very pert, very jovial— 
' ha a a a a— kifs me. Nacky ! how doft thou do, my lit« 

* tie tory rory llxumpet ? Kifs mc, I fay> huffy, Idfs me. 

* JquL Kifs me, Nacky I hang you» £r coxcomb ; 

* hang you, fir, 

' Jnt. Haity^ taity, is it ib indeed \ Wvk alt my 
I * hearty 
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* heart, faith— W>x> thtnup gome. Faith, bij'^tben^p 

* go njotj dum dum derum damp. [fi'K^^ 

* Jqui. Signon 

* Jnt. Madona. 

* Jqui. Do you intend to die in your bed ? 

* Ant. About threefcore years hence much may be 

* done, my dear. 

* Jqui. You'll be hang'd. Signer. 

« Ant. Hang'd, fweet-heart ! prithee be quiet ; hanged 

* quoth-a ; that's a merry conceit with all my heart ) 

* why thou jok'll, Nacky ; thou art given to joking* 

* I'll fwear. Well, I proteft, Nacky, nay I muft pro- 

* teft, and will proteft, that I love joking dearly, man. 

* And I love thee for joking, and I'll kifs thee for jo-^ 

* king, and towfe thee for joking ; and odd, 1 have a 

< deviliOi mind to take thee afide about that bufinefs 

< for joking too, odd 1 have ; and H^j^ tbtn up ma go, 

* dun) dum derum dump. Ififg^" 

* Aqui, See you this, fir ? [Drauos a dagger^ 

* Ant. O laud, a dagger ! Oh, laud ! it is naturally 

* my aVerfion, I cannot endure the fight on't ; hide it, for 

* Heaven's fake ; I cannot look that way till it be gone 

* — hide it, hide it, oh I oh ! hide it. 

* Aqui. Yes, in your heart I'll hide i't» 

* Ant. My heart ! what hide a dagger in my heart's 
•blood! 

* Aqui. Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pamper'd 

devil ; 
« Thou haft help'd to fpoil my peace, and I'll have ven- 
geance 

* On thy cur&'d life, for all the bloody fenate, 

* The perjur'd faithhfs fenate. Where's my lord, . 

* My happinefs, my love, my god, my hero? 

* Doom'd by thy ^ccurfed tongue, among the reft, 

* T' a ftiameful rack. By all the rage that's in me, 

* I'll be whole years in murdering thee. 

* Ant. Why, Nacky, , ■ 

« Wherefore fo paffionate ? What have I done ? What*9 
< the matter, my dear Nacky ? Am not' I thy love, thy 

* happinefs, thy lord, thy hero, thy lenator, and every 

* thing in the world, Nacky ? 

f Mui. Thou ! think'ft thou, thou art fit to meet my 

* Tp bear the eager dafp of my embraces I [joys : 

* Give mcFierrft or— 
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* Jwt. Why, htU to be hiBgM, little Nadejr ; 

* Trttfs'd ap for treafon, and io Ibidi, diild. 

* Jqui. 'Ihou ly*ft; ^op down thy thnMit that hclCik 

• fentence, 

< Or 'tis thy lift : (f/tMx that my lofe (hall li?c« 

* Or thou'rt dead 

« Ar. Ah ! h h h. 
' ^;jtt/. Swear to recall his doom ; 
' Swear at my ieet, and tremble at my fory. 

« Jnt. I do ! Now if flie would bat kick a Ittde bit ; 

< one kick now« Ah ! h h h. 

* ^fM. Swear, or — 

* jf«/. I do, by thefe dear fragrant foots, and litde . 
« toes, fweet as e e e e, my Na^ky, Nacky, Nacl^, 

* faith and noth. 

* Jqui. How ! 

* Jmt. Nothing but untie thy (hoewftnagt a little, that's 

* all, that's all, as 1 hope to life, Nacky, that's all, all. 

* Jfmi, Nay, then — 

* Aw. Hold ; hoJd ; thy loi*e, thy lord, thy hero, 

* fiiall be prefervM and fafr.' 

* AqnL Or may this poniard 

* Rurt in tby hear:. 

* Jku With all my fool. 

* A^ui. Farewcl. \Exit. 

* Anu Adieu. Why, what a bloody-minded in?e- 

* terate, termagant ftrompet have I been plagaed with \ 

* Oh ! h h ! yet no more 1 nay then 1 die, I d.e — I'm 

* dead already. [StreKhej himfrifuit** 

S c £ N E, thsngts u a Gar Jin* Emter Jaffier. 
Jaf, Final deAruAii>n feize on all the worKL 
Bend down, ye Heav'ns, and ihutrin^ round this eartbj 
Crath the vile globe into its firA contofion ; 
' Scoich it with eL mental flames, to one curs'd cinder^ 

* And all us little creepers in't, caird men, 
'Burn, bum to nothing : but let rewia barn 

* Hotter than all the tell : he c kindle hell, 

« Ne'er to extinguish ; and let ibuk hereafter 

* Groan here, in all thofc pains which mine feels now.* 

EmtT Belvidera* 

BtL M\ life [Mtttiwihim. 

y*j: My plague [TMrnimg /rmm Jkr. 

Bid. Nay, then I (ce my rain* 
If I mud die! 
« Jsj: No, dcaih*4 this day too bofy ; 

fThf 
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« Thy father^ ill-timed mercy came too late. ^ 

' I thank thee for thy labours though ; and him too : 

* But all my poor, faietray'd, unhappy friends, 

* Have fommoQs to prepare for fate's black hour ; 
« And yet I live. 

* Bel. Then be the next my doom : 

* J fee, thou haft pafs'd my fenteiKe in thy heart, 
< And I'll no longer weep, or plead againft it, 

* But with the humUeft, mod obedient patience, 

* Meet thy dear hands, and kifs 'em when they wooncl 

* Indeed I am willing ; but I beg thee do it [mc. 

* With fome remorfe ; and when ihou giv'ft the blow, 

* View me with eyes of a relenting love, 

' And ihew roe pity, for 'twill fweeten juftice. 

* 7^. Shew pity to thee ! 

* lie/. Yes ; and when thy hands, 

* Charg'd with my fete, come trembling to the deed, 
*• ^ thoa haft done a thoufand ihoofand times 

* To this poor brcaft, when kinder rage hath broaght thee, 
' When onr ftongliearts have leap'd to meet each other, 

* And melting kiffes feal'd our lips together : 

* When joys have left me gafping m thy arms : 

' So let my death come now, and I'll not ftirink from^/ 

Jajfl Nay, Bel^vUira^ do not fear my cruelty. 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy ; 
But anfwer me to what 1 (hall demand, 
With a firm temper and un(haken fpirit. 

Btl. I will, when I've done weeping— 
, Jaff. Fie, no more on't ■ — 
How long is't iince that miierable day 
We wedded firft? 

Bel. Oh ! h h ! 

Jijtff, Nay, keep in thy tears, 
Left they unman me too. 

Bel Heav'n knows 1 cannot ? 
The words you utter found fo very fadly, 
Thd ftrcams will follow— ^ 

Jaff. Come, I'll kifi 'em dry then. 

Bel, fiutwas't a miferable day ? 

Jaf> A can'd one. 

BeL. I thoag bt it ocherwife ; and you're often fworit, 

* In the cranfportiog hours of warmeft Jove, 

* When fiirc you ipoke the truth, you've fwor.i,' yo« 

Jaf TwM a lalb oath. [blcf^Mit. 
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Pfi Tr.r[. why in J no: cnrsd too f 

'faj. M), Bt 1 i4tr2\ by ih' cUiB«l tnitll« 
I ^ A\ V. :.i :(} • :!iuch tondocls. 

lit. .vt .. u» KM. J : 

S:ii t.'iu. c > )(^j .uvc mr } 

.;•'. ' N-tuc in hrr wurkingf 
' It L i.cs i.< I M.;a mure ardour CO crtat}On» 
' 'I'r.j . 1 t:'-) n w tu\hard> tlice :' maa ne'er was ble&'d 
S r.cc !' c liril p^ir me:, a> I have been. 

hti. "i rtcr: i.rc v>u will not curie mc ? 

y-;^". N '. i 11 tvcs-. thcc. 
T caiiir n. )>-wf^i<r, i<il\;iutra^ CO blefs thee. 
•J J. luiu. i tJ.:r.i{, cLrcc years, we've liv'd COgechcr. 

Bi., And iiiav no fatal minute eter part us, 
1M1 rcvcrt-i J jTot^n tur jgc and iove, wr go 
\) Mr. I'l (M c ^T.i\r, ab our laft bed, together ; 
'J'kerr ilerp m peace, cill an c.ernai morning. 

• 7.rr. WJ.cii *i:i that be ? [Si^^inl* 

• Bti I h«'{>i, Itiii^ a^es hence. 

• /ii/. Have 1 not hitiicrto (I beg ihec tell me 

* '1 hy vt ly ft-ar*) ub\i thcr wi:h tender 'ft love ? 

' Dili c IT my I'ui] rife up in wrath againft chee ? 

* Du! i c\r ht'wn, when Btlwiiira unil'd ? 

* Or liy ihc IcaK utilrirndly word, betray 

• Al).'it.h^ pallion ? Havel ever wrong'd ihee ? 

• lifi. Ni). 

• Jtijf. il s my heart, or have my eyei, e'er wandered 

• To any other woman .* 

' Btl. N( vei, never — I were the word of faHe ones> 
' ihouici 1 aceufc thee. 
' I own Tvi- been too happy ; blefs 'd above 

• My icx i charter. 

Jaff. Did I not fay, 1 came to blefs thee ? 

Bel, You did. 

J off, i'ltcn hear mr, bounteous Ileav'n : 
Pour down your bltlTings on this beautcout head^ 
Where cverlaitirtg fweei:, are aUays fpringtng. 
With a coniinual giving hand : let peace, 
Honour, and fafety, always hover round her ; 
I't'cd her with pleiity ; let her eyes ne'er fee 
A ii|>lu of iorrow, nor her h.arc know mourning : 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with reft. 
Harmlcffi as her own thoughts ; and prop her virtue^ 
To beat the lofs of one that too much lov'd ; 
And comfort hti with patience in oar partiog ! id. 
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Bel. How I parting, parting ! 

Jaff* YtSf for ever parting ; 
I have fworn, Belwdera, by yon Heaven, 
That bed can tell how much I lofe ta leave theCt 
We part this hour for ever. 

BeL Oh ! call back 
Your crilel bleffing; ftay with mc, and curfe mc. 

' J^iff' No, 'tis refolv'd, . 

* BeL 1 hen hear me too, iuft Heav'n : 
' Pour down your curfe^ on this wretched head, 

* With never-ceafing vengeance ; let defpair, 

* Danger, and infamy, nay all, furround me ; 

* Starve me with wantings : let my eyes ne'er fee 

* A fight of comfort, nor my heart know peace ; 

* But dafti my days with forrow, nights with horrors, 

* Wild as my own thoughts jiow, and let loofe fury 

* To make roe mad enough for what I lofe, 

* If I mud lofe him. If I muft ! I will nott 
„ * Oh ! turn and hear me !* 

y^^. Now hold, heart, or never. 

Bei. By all the tender days we've llv'd together, 
« By all our charming nights, and joys that crown'd cm.* 
Pity my fad condition 5 k)eak, but fpeak. ' 

Jaff. Oh ! oh 1 

BeL By thefe arms, that now dine round thy neck, 
« By this dear kifs, and by ten thouSnd more,' 
By thefe poor ftreaming eyes — 

yaff. Murder! unholdme: 
By th' iminortal delliny that doom'd me 

^ [Dratwi his daggir^ 
To this curs'd minute, I'll not Y\s^ one longer; 
Kefolve to let me go; or fee mc fall 

^ BeL Hold, fir, be patient.* 

* ^aff* Hark, the difmal bell , {Faffing hell tdh. 
Tolls out for death ! I mud attend its call too ; 

For my poor friend, my dying Pierre, expeds me : 
He fent a meflage to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd, -and take his laH forgivenefs. 
Farewel for ever. 

■ BeL Leave thy dagger with" mc, ^ 

Bequeath me fometl>ing — Not one kifs at parting ! 
Oh ! my poor heant, when wilt thou break ? 

[Going Mi, looks hacks at himm 
' Jaf. Yet iksiy I 
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We have a child, as yet a tender infiiat : 

Be a kind mother to him when Fin gone; 

Breed him in virtne, and the paths of honoi^. 

Bat never let him know his father's (lory ; 

I charge thee guard him from the wrongs, my fiue 

May do his future fortune or his name. . 

Now — nearer yet — [ jSpfrMcbiwg ioih §ihtr* 

Oh ! that my arms were riveted 

Thus round thee ever ! But my friends ! my oath ! 

This, and no more* [Kijftshet^ 

Be/. Another, fure another. 
For that poor little one you've ta'en fuch care oG 
I*il give't him truly. 

Joff* So — now farewel. 

JBd. For ever ? 

Jojf: Heav'n knows, for ever; all .good angels gwri 
thee. ffijrr/. 

Bel, All ill ones fure had charge of me this moment. 
Curs'd be my^ days, and doubly curs'd my nights, 

* Which I mud now mooro out in widow'd tcan ; 

* Blafted by every herb, and fruit, and tree ; 
' Curs'd be the rain that £Jls upon the eartb» 

' And may the general curfe reach man and bead/ 
Oh ! give me c3 aggers, fire, or water : 
How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the waves 
Huzzing and foaming round my finking head. 
Till I defcended to the peaceAil bottom I 
Oh ! there's all quiet, here all rage and fury : 
The air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain ; 
I long for thick (abftantial flcep : Hell ! hell ! 
Burft from the centre, rac;e and roar aloud, ' 
If thou art half fo hot, to mad as I am. 
Enter Priuli, and Servants. 

* Who's there ? \Ti>f^yeiXi ier. 

* Fri. Run, feize, and bring her fafely home ; 

* Guard her as you would life : alas, poor creatore ! 

' Bel, What to my hufband ! then coadu£l me quickly; 

* Are all things ready ? Shall we die moll glorioufly ; 

* Say not a word of this to my old father : 

' Murmuring dreams, foft ihades, and fpringing flow- 
ers ! 
'Lutes, laurels, feasofmilk, and flaps of amber.* . 

SCENE 
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SCENE cpeniftg, difiruers a Staffdd^ and a Wbnl pr$* 
par* d for tbt ZxtcuttQK tfYvtxx^ ; thsn inttr Officir^ ficrre, 
and Guards^ ' a Friar 9* Exiaui^oir^ and a gnat RabhU. 

* Offi. Roooiy room there— ftand all by, make roosr 

* for the prifoner.' 

P'ur, My friend not yet come ? 

* Fri. Why arc you fo obilinate ? 

* Pier, Why are you fo trouble(bme« that a >poor. 

wretch can't die in peace, 
< But you, like ravens, will be croaking round him ?— — • 

* FrL Yet Heav'n 

* Pi$r, I tell thee Heav'n and I are friends : 

* 1 ne'er broke peace with*t yet, by cruel murders* 

* Rapini^, or perjury, or vile deceiving : 

* But liv'd in moral juftice towards all men : 
' Nor am a foe to the mod (Irong believers, 

* Howe'er my own ftiort-jfighted faith confines ma^ 

* Fri. But an all-feeing J udge-r— 

* ^iir^ You fay my confcience 

' Muft be my accufer ; I have fearch'd that confcience^ 
^ And ^d no records there of crimes that fcare me» 

* Fri. 'Tis firange, you (hould want faith. 

* Pitr. You want to lead 

« My rcafon blindfold, like a hamper'd lion, 

* Checked of its nobler vigour; then when bated 

* Down to obedient tamenefs, make it couch 

* And fiiew firange tricks, which you call your iigns of 

* So filly fouls are gull'd, and you get money, [faith : 

* Away ; no more. Captain, I'd have hereafter 

* This fellow write no lies of my converfion, 

* Becaufe he has crept upon my troubled hours/ 

Eitttr Jaffier. 

Jaff. Hold : eyes be dry ; 
Heart, ilrcngthen me to bear 
This hideous fight, and humble me. Take 
The laft forgivenefs of a dying frietKl, 
Betray'd by my vile falfchood, to hie ruin. 
O Pitrrtl 

Pier, Yet nearer. 

Jaff, Crawling on my knees, 
And.pro^ate on the earth let kt ne approach thee: 
Bow (hall I look up to thy injurM face, 
That always us'd to fmile with frieadCbip on me ? 
Lt dairU aft air of fo much manly virtue> 
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That I. metkinks, look litde in thy fight^^ 
And ftripes are fitter for me than embraces. 

Pier, Dear to my arms» tho' thon'ft undone my faine^ 
I can't forget to love thee. Pr'ythce, Jafier, 
Forgive that filthy blow my paffion dealt thee ; 
I am now preparing for the land of peace. 
And fain would have the charitable wiihes 
Of all good men like thee, to blefs my journey. 

yaff'. Good ! J am the vileft Creature, worfe than c*er 
SufferM the fhameful fate thou'rt going to tafte of. 

* Why was I ient for to be us'd thus kindly ? 

* Call, call me villain, as I am ! defcribe 

* The foul complexion of my hateful deeds ; 

* Lead me to th' rack, and ilretch me in thy (lead* 

* I've crimes enough to give it its full load, 

* And do it credit : thou wilt but fpoil the ofe on't. 

* And honeft men hereafter bear its figure 

* About them, as a charm for treacherous friendOiip.' 

Ofi, The time grows ihort, your friends arc dead al- 

yaf. Dead! [ready. 

Pier. Yes, dead, 7tf/ipr; they've all dy'd like men too, 
Worthy their character. 

yajl And what mufl I do ? 

Pter, OJafifrf 

Jaf, Speak aloud thy burthen'd foul. 
And tell thy troubles to thy tortor'd fiiend. 

Pier, Friend ! Could'ft thou yet be. a friend, a gene- 
rous friend, 
I might hope comfort from thy noble fOrrows. 
Heav'n knows, I want a friend. 

yaff\ And a kind one. 
That would not thus fcorn my repenting virtue. 
Or think, when he's to die, my thoughts are idle^ 

Pier, No ! live, I charge thee, Jaffier* 

Jaff. Yes, I will live : 
But it fhall be to fee tby fall rcveng'd. 
At fuch a rate, as Ftntce (hall long groan for. 

Pier, Wilt thou ? 

Jaff. I will, by Heav'n. 

^Pier. Then ftill thour't noble, 
And I forgive thee. Oh ! — ^yet— (hall I truft thee ? 

Jaff. No ; I've- been falfe already. 

Pier. Do'rt thou love me ? 

Jaff, Rip up my heart, and fatisfy thy doubtings. 

fin. 
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Pier^ CuHe on this weaknefs, [Hi liHefu 

Jaff. Tears ! Amazemctit ! Tears ! 
[ never faw thee melted thus before ; 
^nd know there^s fomethipg labouring in thy bofbm. 
That muft have vent :^ tho' l*m a villain, tell me. 

Pier^ See^fl thou that engine ? [Poiating to tb§ 

Jaff. \Vhy ? [ff^baL 

Pier, Is't fit a foldier^ who has liv'd with honour, 
Fought nations quarrels, and been crowned withconqi^^ 
Be exposM, a common carcafe, on a wheel ? 

Jaff. Hah ! 

Pitr, Speak ! is't fitting ? 

Jajf, Fitting! 

Pter, Yes ; is't fitting ? 

Jaff, What's to be done ? 

Pier, I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to preferve my memory 
From the difgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

Offi, The day grows late, fir. 

Pier. I'll make hafte. O Jaffier / 
Tho* thou'ft betray'd me, do me forae way juilicc. 

Jaff. No more of that : thy wiflies (hall be fatisfyM i 
I have a wife, and (he (hall bleed ; my child too 
Yield up his little throat, and all 
T' appeafe thee— 

[Going anvay^ Pierre holds him* 

Pier. No — this— no more. [Ht nnbi/ptn Jaffier. 

Jaff. Hah ! is't then fo ? 

Pier. Mod certainly, 

Jaff. I'll do't. 

Pier. Remember, 

Off. Sir, 

Pier. Come, now I'm ready^ 

[He and JafHer afcendthe StaffoU. 
Captain, you (hould be a gentleman of honour ; 
Keep off the rabble, that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with decency. , 
jCome. \Takes off bis gown, ^xteutiomir prepares to 

* Fri. Son. hind him. 
« Pier. Hence, tempter. 

* Off. Stand off, prieft. 

* Pier, I thank you, fir.' . / 
You'll think on't ? , [To Jaffier^ 

Jflff. 'T won't groW itale before to-morrow. 

Pitr. 
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Piir, Now, JaSer! MMrPtefpiag. Nmr— 

Jmff. Have at thee, 
ThoQ hooeft heart, then— hcre«- [Stmh Bim. 

And this is well too. [Stats bimji^. 

* Fri. Damnable deed !* 

Fitr. Now thoo hafl indeed been ^uthfal. 
This was done nobly** We hare dcceiT'd the fenate* 

Jmf. Brarelv. 

Fitr, Ha, ha ha ! oh ! oh ! [Dm* 

JcJF' Now. ye curs*d mien. 
Thus of the blood y'ave (bed, I make libation. 
And fprinkle it micglioe. May it reil opon you, 
Aod adl your race. Be hecccfoidi peace a ftranger 
Within yoor walls ; let plagnes and famine wafte 
Yoor generations — O poor Bel^uiitra ! 
Sir, I hare a wife, bear this in fafety to her, 
A token that nith my d^ing breath I bleG'd her. 
And ;he dear little iciact left behind me. 
I'm fick— I'm qnJet. [Z)/w, 

* OA. Bear this ne«^ to the feoate, 

« Andguazd their bodies, till there's fbrdier onlcn« 
< Heav'n gramt I die fo well.' [Sremt/mit mpn thm. 

Scft Mi/J:e, Enitr Belvidera Sftreati^ led hj /ivt 
cf hi' Winun^ i^\:li amd Strvanfs, 
Fri. Strengthen her heait v(ith patience, pit^og 

Heav'n. 
BfL Come, ccme, ccn:e, come, come, nay, come to bed, 
Pr'jdiec, my lore. The winds ; hark how they whiiUe ; 
And tn? rain beats : Oh ! how the iveather (brinks mc!- 
Yoa are an:ry now, who canes ? Pifli, no indeed, 
Chuie then, I fay you iliall rot go, you (hall not. 
Whip your ill-nature ; get >-oa gone then ; Oh ! 
Are you retmii*d r See, faifaer, here*s he's come again : 
Am I to blame to love him ; O, thon dear one. 
\Vh\ do you fly mc ? Are >-ou angry fisll then ? 
y*jie- , whsre art thou ? Faier, why do yon do dins ? 
btand oflF, don*t hide him from me. He*s there fiune* 

where. 
Stand ofF, I fay : What gone ? Remember* t, tyrant: 
I mav revenge royfelf for this trick, one day, 
ril do't— 111 do't. * ReMuU's a nafty fdlow ; 
* Hang him. hang him^ hang him/ 

ITiftr 
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Enter Offiar. 

Pri. News» what news? [Officer njohifpen PriiiS. 

Offi. Moil fad.crfir ; 
Jaffiety upon the fcaffbld, to prevent 
A ihameful death, iiabb'd F/>rr/, andnext himfelf : 
Both fell together. 

PrL Daughter. 

Bel Ha \ look there ! 
My hufband bloody, and his friend too I Murder ! 
Who has done this ? Speak to me, thou fad vfiion $ 
On thefe poor trembling knees I beg it. Vaniih'd— 
Here they went down— Oh, 1*11 dig, dig the den up ! 
Vou (han't delude me thus. Hoa, Joffier^ /affitr i 
Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him 1 
I Ve got him, ^ther ; Oh ! * now how I'll fniuggle him !* 
IVTy love ! my dear 1 my blefliog ! help me ! help me ! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
Nay — now they pull fo hard— farewel— [Din* 

* Mai J, She^s dead ; 
' Breathlefs and dead.* 

Pn\ Oh ! guard me from the fight on*t. 
Lead me into fome place that's fit for mourning ; 
Where the free air, light, and the chearful fun, 
May never enter : hang it round with black 1 
Set ap one taper, that may light a day. 
As long as I've to live : and there all leave me : 

Sparing no tears, when you this tale relaoe* 

But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 

{^Exeunt omnes% 
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^HE Tixtiidmi, mad rnvjir mffbmtim, 
^ Aad lobem tbm^t imJed^ f^fiy^ mffntrnHm. 



Tlmmgb the Cmffirmcfs frruemtd bere^ 

Metbiuh I fee amtter balMmg tbert: 

Ami therms « certaimfmSinfaim mamdifijoMj^ 

If tbey hadftremgth emn^b^ mmd dmmm tbisfU^ z 

Bmt tbit tbe mutbcr boldly bid mefiy^ 

If ikwf /«iif tbis pUuumfs im ill fart, 

Hi's glad onUfrom tbe b§it§m rf bit bean. 

Poets in benour of tbe tnib Jbould nmite^ 

With the Janu fpirit breeve mem for it fgbtm 

And tbowgb againfl bim castfelefs batred rife^ 

And daily lukere be goes of late be f pies 

Tbefc'.'wls of/milen emd revengeful eyes ; 

*Tis 'wbat be knonjos^ isntb mucb contempt^ to bear. 

And frves a canje too good to let bim fear. 

Hi /ears no pcifonfrom an incensed drab, 

Ko ruffian's five foot Jkvord, nor rafcaPs fiat ; 

Nor any other fnarei ofmifebief laid. 

Not a Ro/e* Alley cudgel ambujcade. 

From any private caufe ivbere malice reigns. 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains ; 

Nbtbingjhall damn his pen^ ivhen truth does call. 

No, not I f • picture mangitr at GuildhalL 

The rebel tribe, of -which that vtrKzitis one. 

Have novo fet forv?ard^ and their courfe begun ; 

And vjbile that prince"* s figure tbey deface. 
As they before had fri .ffiuhd his name, 

Durfi their bafe ftai^ hui lock him in tbe fate, 
fhefdufe his per/on a* tuefve us* d bis fame z 
A face in which Juch limaments they read 
(^ that great mat tyr's, vjhofe rich blood tbey find, 
^hat their rebellious hate they ft dl retain. 
And in his fon voould murder bim again ^ 
l^ith indignation, then Ut each brave heart 
Rouze and mn'u, to take bis injured part ; 
*TiJl royal love andgoodnejs call him home. 
And Jongs of triumph melt him as be come : 
'Till Hkav'n bis honour and our peace reftore. 
And villains never nvrong his virtue morem 

* He that cut the Duke of York*s pidure* 
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ffSr The Reader. Is dtfned to obfenrc^ that the Paflages oniitted 
in the Reprefentation at the Theatres are here preferved, and 
marked with inverted Commas} as at Line i6 in Page 9} 
to Line 9 in Page xi« 



To the Right Honotirible 

WILLIAM,. 

Lord Marqjjis of Harttngton, 

(Afterwards Duke of Devon/hire.) 

My Lord, 

EV ER Y body is now fo full of bufincfs, that 
things of this kind, which are generally taken 
for the entertainiT.ent of leifure hours only, look like 
impertinence and interruption. I arr> fure it is a rea- 
fon why I ouglit to beg your Lordfllip's pardon, for 
troubling you with this tragedy ; not but that poetry 
has always been, and will (till be, the entertainment 
of all wife men, that I ave any delicacy in their know- 
ledge : Yef, at fo critical a Junfture as this is, I muft 
confcfs, I think your Lordmip ought to give inlirely 
into thofe public affairs, which at this time ic^m to 
demand jou. It is that happy turn whic^i }Our 
Lordlhip has to bufmefs, that right underftandig of 
your country's inteiefl-, and that conftant zeal to 
purfue it, that juft thinking, that ftrong and perfiu- 
live elocution, that firm and generous rcfolutionj 
wbivh upon all occauons you have fliewn in parlia- 
ments ; and, to add that which is the crowning good 
quality, your Lordfllip's continual adherence and 
unfhiiken loyalty to Hisprcfcnt Majcfly, which make 
you at this time io necellary to the public. I muft 
confefs (tho' th(re's no part in your Lordfbip^s cha- 
ra6ier but what the world fhould be fond of), I can- 
not help dillinguifning the lail infiance very parti- 
culi^rly. It is doing, m^thinks, iuch a juftice to 
goodnefs, to creatncfs, and to right reaibn, th it 
poi^erity will believe there could be no mnh of go >d 
jenfe, but what mufl h ivc agrees! with your Lordlhio 
in it. When the next age- ihall read the hifiory of 
ihis, what excufc can they make for thole who ^vd 
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not aifri-c a prince who:c life has been a ierics of 
pod c:3c*5 y ne to in nkirJ: When they fliall 
rcckc^ ;::» ris l^bcjfs fnin t>.c K:.ttle of S ncff, to 
icir.i jZ Cficu? i3i n wr.ich (ball be his la ft (and 
\»:-.!i.::It sr-f.-c h re i? very fir removed from the 
pre err :iine\ will tr.ey ever briifve that he could 
iiiTi hter tvO well icved, cr t:-^ fairhfallv ferved and 
c fc v?iJ r T-£ ZT tl :h r.z> ^.^l-ich he old before We 
ha*i t :i: i.T.T.eiiite izriit:: :.-: him, which we nove 
ha ri'y '--.t. i? £ n^'r e ini jj:: :";-:TWt fjr panegy- 
ric ; >j: 2> hrzei^.s -cret:, c:'.:Lrs cai never f uc"! 
t* -c rcr::: y i^tir.e ■ e r£c::ve Ciir.-ives, the' the 
ai:-rr.s my >: *^-^- > ^rizr: .'j. n^eihinks, f can 
l.::J'.\r r.i-e ri:.;r-ce :c :-r- l■ic^. :o hi havinafavcd 
:-.:> o.»r. cr.r.Ty, -a!-.-. J j':zi:_*c-r r.e has fincc dene 
?>c .'i.: f fc: -5: ];: ::it "le L&.tD: to u-, f r all 
■.r ci:*. :">.y :: r.l~, c: ii; ::r l.in:. V^ hat dangiers 
i .- - fir. ■ Si -.> '. t -:: rr-iii-ci thrc^g; , for the 
V : : ^ - 2 • / •- :': : y j : : r ^ Ct .^ : - ^ i - rr.= ? 'T i-- a com- 
:v. .^ .' : * il .":• 2 - i \i . i: i v ; -y ere :'. t - .^ s, to fay, Irt 
r..* V." -:..;-i.. . e\;: "i^ w* ? . :'-. :'-: ..if people : But 
:...-r i e vi -; ..-. z^ .Tj-e ;:-: :j ^r ir, hi- charac- 
t :. ;":::: : . -? n- .; f. -:_ :L-:;:r^ : ::;e p^licle* of 
r ir.ji.-: i .":i. : : '- Z -'". r:.:^t:iztz oy reafon, 
%i. /;:•«:: : t ri^c ^"c . :.: c: rer'z:.:: or. ; a chari- 
Cib e vv r^j. "- : :, : . . ; v- - : C2 - - : ~jc c^ .-. ^ inccd, 
iJ,i": - i :;-:v: ^ .-::::>:■-: i; zrc^t orincrpics 
"/ V. . 1: :- .- . -.: .^ "i. * e: ; 2 Iz.rt c f » sr t^r trc 
I: ^e c : - : ". - ■. .:.• : . : f : - : ' ; ^o k, l: - l.cnour 
c: .. > :.- ^.s : ..u Ij » .1' - -^ z ; a :uc care 
:V vv .:■ . .. .'i >..c -■> : ■ - . : : : r f r : : ;ri nii . ht 
vVc .. / . -1 . -- . -- ^1 e- .- iv: : on, that 
». *;"* : '•- ■ :: ;.-.:. , - r. : Z- ^ ..;! to ail 
I : -: : ■:: : .i ' - *. i :. Z'.' -- - -'i;t. t-;ac in- 
',- .-.* ^ .-.-^ ; : ^- .< ^ : i:j: ;: i zcyi[ VvV;rd, 
- "j*. :.''i vA iris": :~^ •. ** "? * - ^^.re na^c 
. ■■ > . -.. ■: •■ !i-.- . V * :. .— l:l»c?, J.-jenvi- 
e^ -:■-.. .. ..^ : M-:..:i.."> ^^zc -^ , *-;*» •iiia vir- 
tue 
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tue is generally reckon, d as no mc-re than that com- 
mon honcfty whivh the irea- eft man would blufli to 
be without, fo it can harJIy claim a pi .cc amoiigft 
the more particular excellences cf a great prince. 
It w?re to he wllhcd indeed, that the world wc c 
Inncfl: to luch^n de^rre, and rhat there were not that 
fcandalous defedl of common moiaiity. CcrtMnIy 
nothing can be more fliocking tv) hunuinity, to il.c 
peace and order of the worlH, no hing can approach 
nearer to that f vag<:r Hate of nature, in wliich eviry 
man is to eat his fellow '\\ he can mailer him, than 
an avowed liberty of breaking through all the nu/ft io- 
lemn engagcmnts of public fai-h. * i'm loiiiechmg 
thit bran. Is a man with an infamy wliich f.oihing 
can explain hii meaning, he tnayproteft, and pie- 
tend to extenuate or wipe out ; but the world has ge- 
nerally toornu* h indignatitn for the affront, to hear 
it at that eafy rate. Minifhrs and Sccetaries of 
ftut? m y ddplay their own parts in mCiTncri.ds with 
as much pomp and flpurifli as they p'eafc : I .fancy 
the common anf^^'cr upon fuch occafion^ will always 
be, ** You have deceived us grofkly, and we neit? er 
can nor will truft yoix a' y more." When this vice 
comes amongft men of the firft r. nk, it is the n:orc 
Ihocking, and I could wifh there were none fuch to' 
whofe charge it might be laid. 

Some people (who do roe a very great honour in 
it) have fancied, that, in the perfon of Tamerlane, I 
have alluded to the greateft character of the prefent 
age. * I don't know whether I ought not to appre- 
hf^nd a great deal of danger from avowing a defign 
like that: It nuy be a talk indeed worthy the great« 
e(t genius, wbi. h this or any other tin^e has produced; 
but therefore I ought not to Hand the (liock of a pa- 
rallel, left it fhc/uld be fcen, to my difadvantage, 
hovy far the Htro has tranfcended the poet*s thoughts 
TJiere are many features, it is true, in that great 
A 3 man's 
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man's life not unlike his Mijcfty ; his courage, hi* 
piety, his iiivjcleation, his juftice, and his fatherly 
love (^f his people, but, above all, his bote of tyranny 
iiul .j>j)fC(::on, and his'^zcalous care f )r the commoa 
j:v:od oi ir.anki'cl, cnrry a large refcmblance of him: 
i 'jvcTal in. iilents a e alike in their ftorics; and there 
w iXs r.oli)irg to his Majelly but fuch a decidin/ 
\iv'\c!ry ai that by which 'I'amcr ane gave peace to 
the world : That is y^t to cocne ; biu I hope we may 
rca!"* naMy cxpcft it fcom the unanimity of the pre- 
iVnt i^ari lament, and fo formidable a force as that 
u'.:an'niitv will give life nd vigour to. 

if your Lordfhip can fitid any thing in this poera 
like a Prince, who is fo juftly the object of your 
Lordfliip's anvl indeed of the world's veneration, I 
pcrluade myfelf it will prevail with you to forgive 
every thing elfe that you find aniifs: You will ex* 
cui'c the faults in writing, for the goodnefs of the in- 
ttnilon. I hupe too, your Lordfhip will not be dif- 
plealcd that I take this opportunity of renew-ing the 
honour which I formerly had, lo be known to your 
Lordflaip, and which gives me at once the pleafurc 
of expr liing fhofejjft and dutiful fentments I have 
for his Majeily, and that ftrong- inclination which I 
have always had to be thought, 

My Lord, 

Your Lord 111 ip's moft obedient . 

bumble SenranV 

N. R O W E» 
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PROLOGUE. 

C\F all the Mu/e*5 various labours^ none 

Havi lajicd longer^ or ha*ve Jjigher flo'-jjtiy 
Than thofe that tell tie fame hy antient her on fwon. 
With pkafurt Rome and graat Augujlui heard 
•* Arms and the man'* Jung hy the Mantuan bard: 
Jn/pite oftimty the ficredjioy UveSy 
^nd Cafar and his empire Jlill fur^^i^oes. 
Like him (tho* muih unequal to his flame) 
Our author makes a pious prince his theme: 
High <with thefoy(m?Ji names in aims in'flood^ 
Had fought a>;d fufer^Jy for his country s goo fi^ 
"Xet fought not fame ^ hut peace in fuhls of bloods 
Safe under him his happy people J a' e^ 
jind grieved y at diftancti for their n ighhours fate : 
M^hiyl lAjith fHccifi a Tu'kiJJj monarch r'^u;/;'./, 
JLike fpreading flam:^ dfcnrid the nations round i 
JVithfjJord andfu e he forced his impious ivay 
^o la^vlr/s prner, a /J rm!<ver/lilfvqy; 
Some abje^jlafe' y for far ^ the tyrant join^ 
OtherSyfor goldy their liberties refign^ 
Jlnd 'venal princes fold their right divine : 
^iU Heaven, the gro^jotng evil to redre/s^ 
Sent Tamerlane^ to give the vuorld a peace, 
^bebiroy rous*dy offer ts the glorious eaufcy 
jiad to the field the chtarfulfoldier drarjos : 
jireund i/t crovuds his 'valiant leaders *wait^ 
jinxiousfor glory y and f cure of fate ; 
Well pleas' dy once more^ to Hjcnturc on his fide ^ 
Jind prove that faith again^ ivhicb badfo oft ban try* d* 
^bi peaceful father Sy loho infenates meet^ 
jiffrwe an enterprizefo yufly fo great ; 
While voith their prince* s armSy their voice thus joined. 
Gains half the praife of having /ctv*d mankind* 

Ev*n in a circle, wbere^ like tbisy the Fair 
Were met^ the bright ajfemh!y did declare ^ 
fbiir^boufe^ nuith one confentt were for thenvar; 
J£aeb urg*d her lovgr to ufi/heathe bisjvoord^ 
And never fpare a man vobo broke his ivord, 
Tbusfir^dy the brave on to the danger prefs ; 
Tbeir arms were cro*wn*d abroad, voithjufl fuceefs. 
And hlefi at biwte njnitb beauty ^ and nnitb peace* 

A 4 . 1 Dra- 
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ACT I. SCENE hffart Tamerlane's tnu 
Enter the Prina of Tanais, Zama, and Mirvan. 

Prince. TT A I L to the fun ! from whofe returning light 
XjI The chearful foldier's arms new luftrc take, 
To deck the pomp oF battle. Oh, my friends ! 
Was ever fuch a glorious face of war ? 
See, from this height, how all Galatia's plains 
With nations numbcrlefs are cover'd o'er; 
Who^ like a deluge, hide the face of earth, 
And leave no object in the vafl: horizon, 
But glitt'ring arms and fkics. 

Zam. Our Afian world 
From this important day expee^s a lord ; 
This day they hope afi end of all their woes, 
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppreflion, 
From our vidorious cmpVor, Tamerlane. 

* Mir. Well has our holy Alha marked him out 

* The fcourge of law Ids pride, and dire ambition, ^ 

* The great avenger oF the groaning world. 

* Well has he worn the facrc^l caufe of jullic« 

* Upon his profp*rous fvvord. Approving Hcav'n 

* Still crown'd the righteous wirrior with fuccefs ; 

* As if it iaid. Go forth, and be my champion, 

* Thou, moll like mc of all my works below. 

* Pr. No lull of rule, the common vice of kings, 

* No furious zeal, infpir'd by hot-braitiM prieils, 

* 111 hid beneath religion's i[>cc!oiis name, 

* E'er drew his temp'rate courage to the field : 

* But to rcdrels an injur'd people's wrongs, 

* To fave the weak one from the llrong oppieffjr, 

* Is all his end of war. fy[\(^ when he draws 

* TliQ fword to puniQi, like relenting Hcav'n, 

* He fecms unwilling to deface his kind. 

* Mir. 80 rich his loul incv'ry virtuous grace, 

* That, had not nature made him great by birth, 

* Yet all the brave had fought him for their friend. 

* The ChriHian prince, Axalla, nicely bred 

* In polifli'd arts of European courts, 

* For him forfakes liU native Italy, 

A 5 « >-q 
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^ And lives a happ^ exit in his lervice. . ^ 

• Fr, PlcasM u ith the gentle manners of that prioc^. 

* Our iiiighty lord is laviili to his friendfhip; 

* The/ Craar and the Tartar lords repine, 

* And loudly tax their monarch as too partial. 

* Ztim. lire the mid-hour of night, from tent to tent, 

* \Jn\\ eary'd, thro* the num*rous noft he paft, 

* V if wine with careful eyes each lev'ral quarter ; 

* M'hilll from- his looks, as from Divinity, 

* The loldiers took prefage, and cry'd, Lead on,. 
*■ Great Alha, and our emperor^ lead on> 

* To vi(flory. and everlailing feme.*^ 
Mtr. Hear you of Bajazet ? 

Pr. Late in the evening 
A ilave of near attendance on his perfon 
*Scap'd to oui camp. From him we leamM, the tyrant,* 
With rage ledoubkd', for the fight prepares ; * 
Some accidental paflion fires his breaft 
(L.ove. as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian captive),. 
And adds new horror to his native furv. 
For live returning funs,, fcarce was hefecn^ 
Ey any the moil favour'd of his court, 
But in lalcivious caie, among his women, 
LivM from the war i-ctii 1 ; or clfe alone. 
In l\i'lcn mood, fat meditaiing plagues 
And r'lin to the world; 'till yeiier morn, 
Like fire that laboring upwiu-ds rends the earthy. 
He bi rlL with fury from his tent, commanding 
.All (hi.uld be ready for the fight this day.. 

* y^t'/u I kiio'v his temper well, fince in his court. 
Companion of the brave Axalla's cnjbally, 

I oft ol .«'. . d hi;n proud, impatient 

Of aui;hr fuperior, e'en of Heaven that made him. 

Fond of fa ic glory, of tl\c lavage pow'r 

Of ruling v/ithout rcafon, of confounding 

Juil nnd uujull, by an unbounded will ; 

Bv whom religion honour, ail the bands 

'Ihar oi:7ht to hold the jar.ing w - J in peace, 

>Aerc held the irick? of il: te, lir ivsol uiie prince?,. 

To dniw their caly nei<;.. hours i.> de rurtion. 

* M'r. Thrice, by oi.r W- and propi^*rt has he fvvorn,. 
Bv the world's Lord a- vi T^'aker, laiiing peace 

V\ ith our great raafter, and his royrJ friend 

* The 
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* The Grecian emperor ; as oft, regardlefs 

^ Of pligbted ikith, with moft unkingly bafcnefs, 

* Witnout a war proclaim'd or caufe pretended, , 
' Has ta'en th* advantage of their abfentarms, 

* To wafte with fword and fire their, fruitful fields^ 

* Like fomc acciirfed fiend, who, 'fcap'd froui hell, 

* Poifons the balmy air thro' which he flies, 

* He blafls the bearded corn, and loaded branches, . 

« The laboring hind's beft hopes, and marks, his way 
• . with niin.' 

Pr. But fee his fate ! The mighty Tamerlane. - 
Comes, like the proxy of enquiring. Heav'n, 
To judge, and to redrefs. . \Flouri/hoftrumfe!s; 

Enter Tamerlane, guarJSf and ahgr attendants. 

Tarn, Ytt^ yet a little, and de(lru6live Slaughter 
Shall rage around, -and inar this bcauteous.profpe6t. 
Pafs but an hour, which flands betwixt the lives 
Of thoufands and eternity, what change, . 
Shall hajfty. Death make in yon glittVing. plain ? ' 
Oh, thou fell monfler. War! that in a moment 
Lay 'ft wafte the nobleft part of the creation, 
The boaH and mailer-piece of the great Maker, .. 
That wears in vain th' impreifion of his image, . 
Un privileged from thee. 
I£ealth to oHr friends, and to our arms fuccefs! ' 

[To the Prince, Zama, and Minvan» 
Such as the caufe for which we fight defer.ves. 

Pr, Nor can we afk beyond what Heaven beflows, 
Preventing ilill our vvilhes. bee, great iir, . 
The univerfal joy yo.ir Ibldiers wear. 
Omen of proip'roiis battle. 
Impatient-of the tedious night, inarms^ 
Watchful they flood, expKting op'ning day ;- • 
And now are hardly by their leaders held 
From darting on the toe. * Like. a hot.courfer, ' 
' That bounding paws the mouldVing foil, difdaining 
' The rein that checks him, .eager for the nice.' 

Tarn, Yes, prince, I mean .to give a loofe to war. . 
This morn f\>alia,; with my.Parthian horlb, 
Arrives to join me. He who, lika.a ilorm, 
Swept with liir H/^^S fquadmns allthe plain 
Between Angoria's walls and yon .tail mountains; 
That ieem to reach the clouds ; and now he cjmes, 
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Loadcn with fpoils ftod conqucf^y to mv aid. 

[ Trumpets fiimrtjkn 

Zam. Thcfc trumpets fpeak his prefencc — 

£Htfr Axa'Ia, w/jo knccis to Tamerlaiw. 

Tarn, Welcome ! thou worthy partner of my laurels. 
Thou brother of my choice, a band lucre facrcd 
'J'han nature's brittle tie. By holy friendfliip, 
Glorv and fame flooil ftill for thy arrival ; 
^ly foul i'cem'd wanting in its better half, 
And l.inguiQi*d for thy abfence; ' like a prophet, 
* 'J'hat waits the infpiration of his (lod.' 

j^x. My emperor! My ever royal mafter! 
To whom my lecret foul more lowly bends, 
Than fonns of outward worfliip can exprefs ; 
How poorly does your foldier pay this goodncfs. 
Who wears his every hour of life out for you I 
Yet 'tis his all, and what he has he ofters ; 
Nor now difdain t' accept the gift he brings. 

Enter Sclima, Monefes, Stratocles, frifoMtrsi guards^ 
mutcsy (S'r. 
This earned of your foitune. See, my lord. 
The nobleil prize that e^ergrae'd my arms! 
Ap])roach, my fair 

Inm, Jhis is indeed to conquer, 
And well to be rewarded for thy conqneft; 
The bk.om of op'ning llow'rs, unlully'd beauty, 
J^ofniefs, and fwecrell: 'nnoccnce li-c wears. 
And looks like nature in the world's full fpring. 
But i:iy, Axalla 

SiL Mod rcMown'd in war, [Kneeling to Tam» 

Look with con.pallion on a captive maid, 
'! ho' born of hollile blood ; nor let my birth, 
Derivd from Bajazet, prevent that mercy 
Wh.ch every fubjtd of your fortune Hnds. 
War iG ilie province o\ ambifiouy man, 
Vv-lio terirs the miferahle world lor empire; 
W'liiiil onr weak fex, incapable of wrong. 
On cither lide claiUiS privilege of falety. 

Turn, [J^urjifig her,] Riie, royal maid ! the pride of 
hr.Ut^hty jx>wV 
Try: homa;;e, not receives ir, from the fair, 
'i h/ •ui;;;ry tat her licrccly calls uic forth, 
Ai/d ui^es iiic unwilling; ly to arais. 

Yet, 



TAMERLANE. 13 

Yet, though our frowning battles menace death 
And mortal conflidl, think not that we hold 
Thy innocence and virtue as onr foe. • 
Here, till the fate of Afia is decided, 
Jn fatet^- llay. To-morrow is your own. 
Nor grieve tor who may concjuer, or who lofe ; 
Fortune on either fide Ihall wait thy willies. 

ScL Where fliall my wonder and my praife begin? 
From the fncceisfiil labours of thy arms ; 
Or from a theme more foft and fiill of peace. 
Thy mercy and thy gentlencfs ? Oh, Tamerlane! 
What can 1 pay thee for tnis noble ufage, 
But grateful praile r bo Heaven itlelf is paid. 
Give peace, ye Pow'rs above, peace to mankind; 
Nor let my father wage unequal war 
Againll the force of luch united virtues. [profpecfl 

Tarn. Heav'n hear thy pious wifli 1 But hnce our 

Looks darkly on futurity, till fate 

Determine for us, let thy beauty's fafety 

Be my Axalla's care; in whofe glad eyes 

I read what joy the pleafing lervice gives him. 

Is there amongft thy other prisoners aught [7i Axalla. 

Worthy our knowledge? 

y/A-. This brave man, my lord, [Pointing to Mon. 

Wirh long relillance held the combat doubtful. 
His party, prelt with numbers, foon grew faint. 
And would have left their charge an caly prey ; 
Whillt he alone, undaunted at tiie odds 
Tho' hopclefs to efcape,' fought well and firmly; 
Nor yielded till, o'ermatch'd by many hands, 
He ieem'd to fiiame our conquell, whilfl he own'd it. 

Tam. Thou ipeak'il him as a Ibldier fliould a lolclier, 
Jui^ to the worth he firids. I would not w^ar [To Mon. 
With aught that wears thy virtuous ftamp of greatncfs. 
Thy hibit ipeaks thee Chrillian — Nay, yet more. 
My foul ft^ems pleas'd to take acquaintance with thee, 
Asif ally'd toihine: perhaps 'tis -lympathy 
Of honeft minds ; lilse livings wound up in mufic. 
Where, by one touch, both utter the fame harmony. 
\Vhy art thou then a friend to Bajazet? 
And why my enemy ? 

Mon, if human wisdom 
Could point out every adion of our lives. 
And lay, Lee it bfc thus, in fpite of fate 

Ot 
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Or partial fortune, then I had not been 
The wretch I am. 

7am. The brave meet every accident 
With equal minds. Think nobler of thy foes. 
Than to account thy chance in war an evih 

Mon. Far, far from that : 1 rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd cv'n but to feem your eneoiy; 
Nor think the bafeneis of a vanquimM Have 
Moves me ro flatter for precarious life. 
Or ill-bought freedom, when I fwear, by Hcav*n, 
Were I to choofe from all mankind a mafler. 
It fliould be Tamerlane. 

Tarn. A noble freedom 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to fawning l^'cophanti, . 
And claims a privilege of being believ'd. 
1 take ih V nraifc as earncft of thy friendfliip. 

Mon. btill you prevent the bondage 1 fliould olTer. 
Oh, royal lir! let my misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the holhle mark 1 wore. 
1 was, when not long fincc my fortune haird me, 
Blcls'd to my wilh ; I was the prince Monei'es, 
Born and bred up to greatnefs : witncfs the blood. 
Which, ihrough liicccllivc heioes veins, ally'd 
To our Greek emperors, rolfd down to me, 
I'ccds the bright name of s;lory in my heart. 

Tarn, liv'n that, that princely tie, fliould bind thee 
If virtue wire not more tlian all alliance. I to uK, 

3/(77. I have a iifler, Oh, fcveic remembrance ! 
Our iiiiMe home's, nay, her icx's pride ; 
Kit think my tongue too lavifli, it I fjx:ak her 
1 air as the lame ol virtue, and yet chalie 
As its cc^ld precepts ; wile beyond her fex 
if\nd l;looinin;; youth; loft as forgiving mercy, . 
Yec greatly brave and jealous ior her honour : . 
Such as iViC was, to fay 1 barely lovM her. 
Is poor tv> my iouKs meaning. From our infancy 
'J'herc j.;iew a mutual tcndernels between us. 
Till not liwig lince her vows were kindly plighted 
'Vo a young lord, the ecjua! of her birth. 
'J'lio hi^jip> day was r.x'd, and n()\y ap-:roaching, 
V»'l.' n t.JthLls Bajaztt (upon whofc honour, 
111 ulemn treaty gi\en, the Greeks depended) 

2 With 
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With fudden w^r broke in upon the country, 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 

Tom* Let majefty no more be held divine. 
Since kmgs, who are call'd gods, profane themfelvei* 

Mon. Among the wretches,* Whom that deluge fwept 
Away to flavery, myfelf and lifter^ . 
Then paffing ne^r the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were furpris'd, 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow'r. 
Soon as we reach d his court, we found our ufagc,. 
Beyond what we expedted, fair and noble ; 
^Twas then tho ftorm of your vidorious arms 
. Look 'd black, iiid feem'd to threaten, when he prcftme 
(By oft repeating. inilances) to draw 
My fword for him : but when he found my foul 
Difdain'd his purpofe, lie more fiercely told me^ 
That my Arpafia, my lov'd lifter's fate. 
Depended' on my courage (hewn for him- 
I had long learnt to hold myfelf at nothing; 
But for her fake, to ward the blow from her^. 
r bound my iervice to the man I hatedi 
Six days:, are paft, fince, by the fultan's order,. 
I left the pledge of my return behind^ 
And went to guard this pi'incefs to his camp :- 
The reft the brave AxalhVs fortune tells you. 

Tam. Wilely the tyrant ftrove to prop his cauie,v 
By leaguing with thy virtue ; but juft Heav'n . 
Has torn thee from his fide, and left him naked 
To the avenging bolt that drives upon him. 
Forger tlie name of captive, and I wifli 
I could as well reftore that fair-one's freedom, 
Whofe lofa hangs heavy oh. thee t yet ere nighty 
Perhaps, we may deferve thy friendfliip nobler ; 
Th' approaching ftorm may caft thy ftiipwreck'cl wealth 
Back to thy arms : till that be paft, fince war 
(Tho' in the jufteft caule) is ever doubtful^ 
i will not afk thy fword to aid my vidory. 
Left it fliould hurt that hoftagjs of thy valour 
Our common. foe detains. 

Mon, Let Bajazet 
Bend to his yoke repining flaves by force ;: 
You, iir, have found a nobler way to empire, 
Lord of tlie willing world. 
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* 7W«r. Oh, my A!?al!a! 

* Thou hall a tender loul, apt for compaffion, 

* And art thvfelf a lover and a Fnend^ 

* Does not this prince's fortune move thy temper? 

* Ax. Yes, fir, I mourn the brave Moneles* laic, 

* The merit of hi? virrue hirdly match'd 

* With dnadventVoiis chance: yet, prince, allowr me, 

* Allow me, from th* exj^rienac of a lover, 

* To lay. one perfon ;vhom ytnir llory mention*d 

* (If lie furvive) is f;ir beyond you wretched : 

* Von n:im*d the bridegroom of your beauteous fifler. 

* ^1/^/.'. ! did. Oh molt accurll I 

* yh. Think what he feels, 

* Daf]i*d in the iic-rccncls of his expectation : 

* Then, uhen th' approaching minute of poffeiTioa 

* Had wound imagination to the height, 

* Think if he lives ! 

* Mon. He lives! he does ; 'tis true 

* He lives ! But how r To be a dog, and dead, 

* Were piiradife to fnch a fta?e as his : 

* He h(;lds down life, as children do a potion, , 

* V\ ith Ihong relue'tance and convulfive ftrugglingf, 

* Whilfl: liis misfnituiics prefs him to difgorgc it. 

* Ta-ii, Spare thii rcmembrar.ce, 'tis an ufelefs grief, 

* And acidi to the mifforr unc by repeating. 

* I'hc rcvolnnon oi' a dny may bring 

* Such tui ns, as Heav'n itfolf could fcarce have promis'd, 
' Far, f.'.r beyond thy wifli : let thnt hope chear ihcc' 
Halic, HiV .'ixi^lla, to clii'poie v. ith iVitety 

Tl'e l)c.';urcoiis charre, nnd on the toe revenge 
The |)iin which alienee <';ives ; thy ether core, 
Hfnnnir :.p.d arms, now luniiiion ihy atrcndancc. 
Now do thy orlicc \\c;il, my foul ! IvOiiiember 
Tiiy caiile, the caiiie of lietiven and injiir'd Earth. 
O riKu ' iipremc I if thy great f])irit wurms 
Triy g!«»-'>in;( breaft. arui lires my ^.vil to - ri.is, 
(IfMi\r ih:ir my f\'. ord, al^iltcd by rhy j^ov.'r, 
Tlii) diy may peace and h:ippif)efs reilorc, 
That war and iawiels raw n.ay vex ihc world no more. 
[Exarit Jamoilaiu', .MopcIls, Stratocles, pn'/ne of 
Tanais, /aina, Mirvan, and attaulmts, 
jlx. The battle ci.ls, and bids mc lufce to leave thee; 
Oh, ijchmal— — Jjut kt doiliuCtlon wait. 

Are 
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Are there not hours enough for Wood and flaughtcr ? 
This moment fliall be love's^ and l.will wafte it 
In foft complainings, for thy fighs and coldnefs, 
For thy forgetful coldncl's ; even at Birza, 
When in thy father's court my eyc8 firft own'd thcc. 
Fairer than light, the joy of their beholding. 
Even then thou wert not thus. 

* ScL Art not thou chang'd, 

* Chriftian Axalla ? Art thou flill the fame ? 

* Thofe were the gentle hours of peace, and thou 

* The world's good angel, that didil: kindly join 

* Its mighty mafters in harmonioHS fricndihip : 

* But fiuce thofe joys that once were ours arc loft, 

* Forbear to mention 'em, and talk of war ; 

* Talk of thy conqnefl and my chains, Axalla. 

* j4x. Vet I will liften, fair, unkind, upbraidcr, 

* Yet I will liflen to thy charming accents, 

* Altbo' they make me curfe my tame and fortune, 

* My. laurel wreaths, and all the glorious trophies 

* For whth the valiant bleed — Oh, thou linjull one 1 
« Doll thou then envy me this fmall return 

* My niggard fate has made for all the mournings^ 

* For all the pains, for all the fleeplefs nights, 

* That cruel ablcnce brings? 

* W. Away, deceiver I 

* I will not hear thy ibothing. Is it thus 

« Tliat Chriftian lovers prove the faith they fw«ar ? 

* Are war and flavery the foft. endearments 

« With which they court the beauties they admire ? 

* 'Twas well rav heart was cautious of believbg 

« Thy vows, and thy protefling. Know, my conqueror^ 

* Thy fword has vanquifh'd but the haif of Seliaia j 

* Her foul difdain& thy vidory. • i 

' /1x. Hear, IWect Heav'n I 

* Hear the fair ty4'«flt, how fhe vrrdks lovers lamrs, 

* As Qie hnd vow'd my ruin! What is conquell ? 
« What joy have 1 from that but to behold thee^ 

* To kneel before thee, and with lifted eyes 

* To view thee, as Devotion does a taint, 

* With awhil, trembling pleaiurc ; then to fwear 

* Thou art the. queen and miifreis of my foul ? 

* Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whofc word,, next Meavei^'fi, 

* Makes fate at iccond-hand) bid thee difclaim 

•Thy 
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* Thv fears ? And doft thou call thyfeif a flav€^ 

* Only to try how far the lad ixnprmoa. 

* Can fink into Axalla ! 

• Sri. Oh, Axalla! 

* Ought I to hear you ? 

* /Vjt. Come back, ye hours ,- 

* And tell my Selima what Ihe has done ! 

* Bring back the time, when to her father's court 

* I came ambaffador of peace from Tamerlane ; 

* When, hid by confcious darkncfs and difgiiife, 

* I pad the dangers of the watchful guards, 

* Bold as the youth who niglnly fwam the HellefpoDt: - 

* Then, then (he was not fworn the foe of love; 

* When, as my foul confeft its flame, and fued 

* In moving founds for pity, (he frown'd rarely, 

* But, bluUiing, heard me tell the gentle tale ; 

* Nay, e^ n confeft, and told me fcttl}, fighing, 

* She.thought there was no guilt in love like mine.* 
SeL Young, and unikilful in the world's falfe artt,, 

I fuffer d love to Ileal upon my foftnds, 

And warm me with a lambent guiltlefs flame •: 

Yes, 1 have heard thee fwear a thoufand times. 

And call the confcious PowVs of heav'n to witnefs 

The tend'reft, trueft, everlafting paflion. 

But, Oh ! 'tis paft ; and I will charge. remembrance. 

To banifli the tond image firom my ioul. 

Since thoiiart fworn the foe of reyal JSajazet, 

I have refolvM to hate thee., 

jfx. Is it pjoiTible! 
Hate is not inthy nature ; thy whole frame 
I^ harmony, without one jarnng atom. 
"Why doft thou force thy eyei to wear this coldneis ? ' 
It damps the fprings of life. Oh ! bid me die. 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true» 
That thow-haft fworn to hate me.- ■■■■ 

StL Let life and death 
Wait the JecifioH of the bloody field ; 
Nor can thy fate, my conqueror, depend 
Upon a woman's hatev Yet, fmce you urge 
A power^ which once perhaps I had, there it 
But one requeft that I can make with honour* 

^. Oh, name it I fay 1 
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SeL Forego your right of war, 
And render me this inftant to my father. 

Ax. Impoflible! The tumult of the battle, 

That haftcs to join, cuts off all means of commerce 
Betwixl the armies. 

SeL Swear then to perform it, 
Which way foe'er the chance of war determines. 
On my firlt inftance. 

Ax. By the facred majefty 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, T will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will give thee this fevereft proof 
Of my foul's vow*d devotion ; 1 wilf part with thee,. 
(Thou cruel to command it!) I will part with thee, 
As wretches that are doubtful of hereafter 
Part with their lives^ unwilling, loth, and fcarfiil. 
And trembling at futurity. But is there nothings 
No fmall return that honour can afford^ 
For all this wade of love ? 

« Seh The gifts of captives 

• Wear fomewhat of conilraint ; and generous minds 

• Difdain to give, where freedom of the choice 

• Does but ieem wanting. 

\Ax.* What! not one kind look? [^ Trumpets. 

Then thou art chang'd indeed. * Hark, I am fummon'd^ 
And thou wilt fend me forth like one unblefs'd, 
Whom fortune has forfaken, and ill tiate 
^ark'd for deftru6tion. • Thy furpriEng coldnefi 

• Hangs on ray foul, and weighs my courage down: 

• And the firft feeble blow I meet fliall raze me 

• From all remembrance :' nor is life or fame 
Worthy my care, fince I am loft to thee. [Going 

SeL Ha ! Gbeft thou to the fight } ■ 

Ax* 1 do ^ Farewel ! ' 

^ SeL What ! and no more ! A figh heaves in my breaft. 
And ftops the ftruggling accents on my tongue, 
Elfe,. fure, I fhould have ^dded fomething more^ 
And made our parting fofter. 

Axm Give it way : 
The niggard honour that affords not lave 
Forbids not pity — — — ^ 

' SeU Fate perhaps has fet 

• This day the period of thy life and coDquefis j. 
*-And 1 fliall le« thee borne at ^yeuing back. 

1 A breath* 



1 
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• A breathlcti code, Oh! can I think on tliat^ 

• Aiid Itido n^v lbrn.Mv$? — N\*— they will have i*ayi 

• And ail :!io vit.u air th.^t liic draws in 

• Js rciuicrM back :u lisjtis. 

' .3'.-.. 'llic n-.ur.r/i:r'i, i;r/o ivTvive? the drooping flame, 

• That at thy coldru s !ai*s;i!:ih*d in my broalt; 

• So breathe .the i;cii:'c ic:>hyr$ on tho Ipringj 

• And \^akca c\cjy pLir.c .;::d od'ruus tiower, 

• Which winter rioi't had I laitcd, to new lite. 

* ^V/. To u*c thee tor t^^^ r.Dnicnt, and no more.— 

• Oh I hvlpn c :o r^-iuxc ;\v:aitnl this tendernds, 

• TIuc cn:irn:s niy tierce Uitnwnents, andprclcnt* thee 

• Not as thou art, iiuiie v.vm n y uihei's tin;, 

• iv.it ".i th .1 wcit, wJ^cn i'\\:\ thy uuning accents 

• Won uie to hear; utcn, as I iulen'd to thcc, 

• Tiie hiippy hoi:rs pall by us iinj,«crcciv'd, 

• So was my ioul fix d to the toft enchantment. 

* -V.V. Let me b; \M tiie \\\wt; 1 am, I muit b«/ 
If it were poUiblc my hcarc cou-d ilray, 
One look trom thee would call it back again^ 
And fix the wanderer tor ever thine. 

^VA Where is my boailed resolution now? 

( S nkimg int9 his mrnu 

Oh, yes ! thou art the Hime ; my heart joins with thee, 

• And to betray me will believe thee ilili ; 

• It dances to the Ibunds th:it mov'd it liril, 

• And oil ns at once tne weak ne is ot my foul : 

« So, when Ibme IkilUil artirt luikes the ftrinj^s, 

• The magic numbers roule our liecping palhons, 

• And force us to confc:fs our ^rief and pfeafure.* 
Alasf Axalia, lay— doll thou not pity 

My artleis iiiiuK^enoc, and ealy fondnels ? 

Oh! turn thee from n»e, or i die with blufliing. 

^, No, let me rather ^a/.e, Un^^ ever k»*^<?» 
And blefs the new-born glories that adv>rn ihco ; 

• PVom every blulh, that Kindles in thy cheeks, 

• Ten thouiand little Loves and Graces ii)ring 

• To revel in the roies 'twill n.")t be.' [Ttumfets. 

This envious tmmpet calls, aiul tears uie iVonj thee— 

S'L My fears i^icreafe, and iloubly pi els me now : 
I charge thee, if thy Iword con.es eri»ls my fiitlicr, 
Stop for a luomenti and remeuiber mc. 

Ax. 
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Ax, Oh, doubt not but liis life ftiall be my care, 

Ev'u dearer than my own ' ■ ■ ■ ' 

*S>/. Ciii.ird that for n e too. 

/4x, Oh, Selinia ! th-.H hafl redor'd my quiet. 

The noble ardour of the war, with love 

Retiirnini;, brightly burns within my breall, 

And bids me be feciire of all hereafter. 

* So chears Ibme pious laint a dyin^ finner 

* (V\ ho trembled at the thought of pains to come) 

* With Heaven s forgivenefs, and the hopes of mercy ; 

* At length, the tiihuilt of his foul appeas'd, 

* And evers doubt and anxious icruple cas'd, 

* Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain load, ^ 

* rhe peace, his holy comforter beftow'd, > 

* Guides and prote*ts him, like a guardian god.' \ExiiA 
cSV/. In vain all arts a love fiek virgin tries, ^ '^ '\ 

Aftet'h to frown, and Teem feverely wife, > 

In hopes to cheat the wary lover's eyes: J 

If the dear youth her pity ftrives to move, 
And pleads, with tendernefs, the cauleof love! 
Nature afferts her empire in her heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful lover's part. 
By love herlclt, andvuature i!hus betray'd, ^ 

No more (he trulU in pride's fantaftic aid, > 

But bids her eyes cotitefs the yielding maid, J 

\^Kxit Schma, guards ffUowing. 



ACT II. SCENE, Tamcrlaine's camp. 

Enter Moncfes. 

Mon» ' i *'HE dreadful bufiuefs of the war is o'er; 

X And Slaughter, that from yeller* morn 'till 
even, 
With giant fteps, pals*d ftriding o'er the field, 
Bcfmear'd and horrid with the blood of n;rtions, 
Now weary fits among the mangled heaps, 
And fiumbers o'er her prey ; while from this camp 
The chearful founds of victory and Tamerlane 
Beat the high arch of heaven. * Deeding Fate, 
* That crowns him with the fpoils of fuch a day, 

* Has 
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* Has ghr^n it as an cameil of the world 

* That fhortly (hall be his.* 

Emter Stratocles. 
My Stratocles! 

Mbft happily rcturn'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'ft me any joy ? 

Stra* With my bcft diligence, 
This night, I have enquird of what concerns yoo. 
Scarce was the fun, who flione upon the horror 
Of the part day, funk to the weflem ocean. 
When, Dy permilfion from the prince Axalla, 
I mixt among the tumult of the warriors 
Returning from the battle : here a troop 
Of hardy Parthians, red with honed wounds, 
Confeft the conqueft they had well deferv'd ; 
Ther(§'a dejeded crew of wretched captives, 

* Sore with unprofitable hurts, and groaning 

* Under new bondage,' followed fadly after 
The haughty \-iclor's heels. But that which fully 
Crown'd the fuccefs of Tamerlane, was Bajazet, 
Falln, like the proud archangel, from the height 
Where once (ev'n ntxt to majeily divine) 
Enthron'd he fat, do-.vn to the vile defcent 

And lownefs of a (lave : but, Oh I to fpeak 
The rage, the fiercenefs, and the indignation. 
It bars all words, and cuts defcription (hort. 

Mon. Then he is fall'n ! that come, which on high 
Portended ruin ; he has fpent his blaze, 
And fhall dillrad the world with fears no more. 

* Sure it mull bode me well ; for oft my foul 

* Has llartcd int^ tumult at his name, 

* As if my guardian angel took the alarm 

* At the approach of fomewhat mortal to me.* 

But fay, my friend, what hear'fl thou of Arpafia? 
For there my thoughts, my every care is centered. 
5/n/. Tho* on that pnrpoie fliil I bent my learch. 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this : 
That in the pillage of the fu'tan's tent 
Some women were made pris'ners, wTio this morning 
Were to be offer *d to the emperor's view ; 
'i'heir names and qualities, tho* oft enquiring, 
1 could not learn* 
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Mon. Then muft my foul ilill labour 
Beneath uncertaintv aad anxious doubt. 
The mind's worft rfate. The tyrant's ruin gives mc 
But a halfeafe. 

Sira, Twas faid, not far from hence 
The captives were to wait the emperor's pafTage. 

Mon. Hade we to find the place. Oti, my Arpaiia ! 
Shall we not meet ? * Why hangs my heart thus heavy, 

* Like death. within my bofom? Oh, Vis well, 

* The joy of meeting pays the pangs of ablence, 

* EI fe who. could bear it f' 

When thy lov^d fight Ihall blefs my eyes again, 

Then I will own, I ought not to complain. 

Since that fweet hour is worth whole years of pain. 

[Exeunt Monefes a^y/StratocIes, 

SCENE tbt^inJUe of a magnificent tent* ^niphwy qf 
Hjcarlike mitfic* 

JSnter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, 
Mirvan, JoUiers^ -and other attendant t. 

^^•From this aufpicious day* the Parthian name 
Shall date its birth of empire, andextend, 
Ev'n from the dawning Eafl to utmoll Thiile, 
The limits of its Iway. 

Pr. Nations unknown 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew, 
Shall pay their homage to vidorious Tamerlane; 
Bend to his valour and fuperior virtue, 
And own, that conqueft is not given by chance, 
But, bound by fatal and refifileis merit. 
Waits on his arms. 

7am. It is too much: you drefs me, 
Like an lifurper. in theborrow'd attributes 
Of injur'd Heaven. Can we call conqueft ours"? 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride, 
Vaunt of hiinfelf, and fay, Thus have 1 done this ? 
Oh; vain. pretence to greatnefs ! Like the moon, 
We borrow all the brightnefs which we boaft. 
Dark in ourfelves and ufelefs If that hand 



That rules the fate of battjes, flpke for U3» . \ 
Crown us with tome, andgild our day witix 1: 



onour,. 
'Twerc 
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•Twcre moft ungmtelul to difown the benefit, 

' And arrogate a praife which is not ours. 

Ax, With fuch iinfhakcn temper of the foal 
To bear the fwelling tide of profp'rous fortune. 
Is to defen-e that fortune : in ad\'erfity, 
The mind grows tough by buffeting the tcmpeft. 
Which, in luccefs diliblving, finks to eafe. 
And lofes all her firmnd's. 

Tarn. Oh, Axalla! 
Could I forget I am a man, as thou art ; 
Would not the winter's cold, or fummer's heat, 
Sicknefs, or third, and hunger, all the train 
Of nature's clamorous appetites, aflerting 
An equal right in kings and common men. 
Reprove me daily ? — No — If I boaft of aught. 
Be it, to have been Heaven's happy inllrument, j 

The means of good to all my fellow-creatures : 
This is a king's beft praife. 

Enter Omar. 

Om. Honour and fame \B<rtmng to Tamerlane. 

For ever wait the emperor ! May our prophet 
Give him ten thousand thoufand days of life. 
And every day like this ! The captive fultan, 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate repining, 
Attends your facred will. 

Tarn, Let him approach. 
Enter Bajazet and other Turkjlj pn finer s in chains^ w/V-6 tf 

guard of foldiers. 
When I furvey the ruins of this field. 
The wild deftruftion which thy fierce ambition 
Has dealt among mankind, (lo many widows 
And helplefs orphans has thy battle made. 
That half our eaftern world this day are mourners^ 
Well may I, in behalf of heav'n and earth. 
Demand from thee atonement for this wrong, 

Baj, Make thy demand to thofe that own thy powV, 
Know I am ftill beyond it ; and tho' Fortune 
(Curfe on that changeling deity of fools !) 
Has flript me of the train and pomp of greatnefi. 



That outfide of a king, yet liill my foul, 
Fix'd high, and of itlelf^ alone depen " 
Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now, 



Fix'd high, and of itleu alone dependent. 
Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now. 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee* 



I know 
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I know what pow*r tdc chance of war hat jriv*n, 
And dare, thee to the ufc on't. This vile Ijpecching, 
This after-game of words, is what moft irks me ; 
Spare that, and for the reft 'tis equal all— 
Be it as it may. 

Tarn. Well was it for the world. 
When on their bordtr* neighbouring princes met, 
Frequent in friendly, parle, by cool debates 
Preventing wafteful war ; fuch fliould our meeting 
Have been, hadft thou but held in juft regard 
The faulty of leagues fo often fwom to, 
Canft thou believe thy prophet, or, what's more. 
That pow'rfuprcme which made thee and thy prophet^ 
Will,, with impunity, let paft that breach 
Of facred faith giv'n to the royal Greek? 

Baj. Thou pedant talker! ha f art thou a king, 
Poffels'd of facred pow'r, Heav'n's darling attribute. 
And doft thou prate of leagues, and oaths, and propliets ? 
I hate the Greek ^perdition on his name!) 
As I do thee, and would have met you both 
As death does human nature, for dellruftion. 

Tam^ Caufdefs-tohate is not of human kind: 
The lavage bnite that hauiTts in woods remote 
And defart wiids, tears not the fearful travel er. 
If hunger, or lome injury, provx>ke not; 

BaJ^ Can a king want a caufe, when empire bids 
Go on ? What is he born for, but ambition ? 
It is his hunger, 'tis his call of nature, 
The noble appetit^' which will be iatist>*d. 
And, like the food of Grods, make' him immortal.. 

Tarn. Henceforth I will not wonder we were focffj 
Since fouls that differ fo by natiu*e hate. 
And lirong antipathy forbids their union, 

Baj. The noDle fire thai warms me, does indeed 
Traftfcetd thy coklnefs. 1 am plea^'d we differ^ 
Nor think alike. 

Tarn. No— for I think like' Man, 
Thou like a monfter, from whofe baleful prefencc 
Nature-ftarts bade ; and tbo' flie fix'd her ftamp 
On thy rough mafs, and nrrark'd thee for a man, 
^o w, confoious "of her error, flie difclaims ihce. 
As form'd for her deftru^^ion.— — — 
*Tis true, I am a king, as thou haft been : 

B lIocvyR 
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Honour and glory too have been my aim ; 
But the' 1 dare face death, and all the daagen 
"U'hich furious war wears in its bloody front. 
Yet would 1 chufe to fix my name by peacCf 
By jufticc, and by mercy ; and to raile 
My trophies on the bleffings of mankind : 
Nor would I buy the empire of the world 
With ruin of the people whom I fway, 
On forfeit of my nonour. 

£aj. Prophet, 1 thank thee— — — 
IXamnation ! — touldfl. thou rob me o§ my gloiy. 
To drefs up this tame king, this preaching dervife? 
Vnfit for war, thou fliouldft have liv'd fecure 
In lazy peace, and with debating fenates 
Shar'd a precarious fceptre, fat tamely flill. 
And let bold factions canton out thy pow'r. 
And wrangle for the Ipoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilil 1 (curfe on the power that Hops my ardour!) 
Would, like a tempeft, rufh amidil th© nations. 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 
Wy angry thunder on the frighted world. 

Tarn, The world! — 'twould be top little for thy prides 
Thou wouldft fcale heav'n— — — — 

Jy^j, I would :— Away ! my foul- 
Difdains tl)y conierence. 

Tct/it^ Thou vain, rafh thing, 
That, with gii^antic infolence, haft dar'd 
To lift th> wretched felf above the liars, 
Ai d mate with pow r almighty : thou art fall'n 1 

£aj. 'Tis falle ! I am not fall'n from aught I ha?« 
been ; 
At leafl: my foul refolves to keep her ftate. 
And fcorns to take acquaintance with iH fortune. 

Tam* Almoll beneath my pity art thou fkll'n; 
Since, while th' avenging hand of Heav'n is on thee. 
And preffes to the duft thy Iwelling foul. 
Fool-hardy, with the ilronger thou contended. 
To what vafl heights had thy tumultuous temper 
Been hurrj'd, if fuccefs had crovvn*d thy wifhci ! 
Say, what had 1 to expcd, if thou had'fl conquered? 

%". (.h, glorious thought ! by Heav'n I will enjoy It, 
Tho' but in fancy : imagination fliall 
Make room to entertain the vafl idea* 

Ofci 
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^•h! had I been the mailer but of ycfterday, 
.The world, the world had fe:t me ; and for thee, 
I 'had us*d thee a3 thou art to me — a dog, 
The obje6t of my fcorn, and mortal hatred : 
1 would have taught thy neck to know my weight. 
And mounted from that footftool to my laddie 2 
Then, when thy daily fervile talk was done, 
1 would have cag'd thee, for the fcorn of Haves, 
*Till thou hadft bcgg'd to die ; and ev'n that mercy 
I had deny'd thee. Now thou know*ft my mind, 
And queftion me no farther. 

Tarn. Well doft thou teach me 
What juftice fliould exa^t from thee. Mankind, 
With one confent, cry out for vengeance on thee ; 
' Loudly they call to cut off this league-breaker. 
This wild deftroyer from the face of earth. 

Baj* Do it, and rid thy Qiaking foul at once 
Of its vvorft fear. 

Tarn, Why llept the thunder 
That fliould have arm'd the idol deity, 
And giv'n thee powV, ere yeiler fun was fet, 
To fliake the foul of Tamerlane. Hadft thou an arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou fliouldft have prov'd it on me, 
Amidft the fweat and blood of yonder field, 
When thro' the tumult of the war 1 fought thee, 
Fenc'd in with nations. 

Baj. Curfe upon the liars. 
That fated us to different fcenes of flaughter ! 
Oh I could my fword have met thee * 

Tom. Thou hadft then. 
As now, been in my pow'r, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gift — Yes, Bajazet^ 
I bid thee live — ' fo much my foul difdains 
* That thou ftiouldLl think Ran fear aught but Heaven:' 
Nay more ; couldft thou forget thy brutal liercenefs. 
And form thyfelf to manhood, I would bid thee 
L.ive, and be ftill a king, that thou may'ft learn 
What man fliouId be to man, in war remembering 
The comnwm tie and brotherhood of kind. 
This roval tent, with fuch of thy domeftics 
As can be found,- Ihall wait upon thy fervice ; 
Nor will I ui^ toy fortune lo aemana 

B« --Hard 
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With hMaur, 1 with boooor mtf maaat. 

[Taincrlane^^ ie m c^feir, who vwkhA.WfiM^ 

Bt^. Ija! Ucf^ thoo— no— our prophctfa nQfcaocc 
blaftine, 
If thou (halt Iray nij frioidib^ with tJ^E enqiinr^ 
Damnation on thee ! thou fmooih fiuvniog udkoc 1 
Give me again my riiaint, that 1 majr ciinb thcCf 
Aodg^tify my rage: or, if thoii wilt 
Be a vain iod, and play with thy perditioo, 
Kemember Tam thy foe« and hate thee deadly. 
Thy foil V on thy head ! 

fmm. fte flill my foe. 
Great minds, like Heaven, are pleased m doiug.goodt 
Tho* the nngratefui fubje^s of their fevourt 
Are barren in return. * Thv fiiibbom pride* 

* That fpumt the geqtle office of humanity^ 

* Shall m my honour own, and thy defpite, 

* I have done as I ought.' Virtue iliU does 
With fcom the mercenary world regard. 
Where abjed fouls do j;ood, and hope reward { 
Above the worthleis trophies men can raife, ^ 
She iieeks not honours^ wealth, nor airy praife, I 
But with herielf, herfeif the g«>ddefs pays. j 

lExemt Tamerlane, Axalla, PfSMce §f. Tanais^ Mir* 

van, Zama, and mttejuiants. 
Baj. Come, lead me to my dungeon; plunge me 
down 
Deep from the hated fight of man and <lay ; 
Where, under covert of the friendly darkneft. 
My foul may brood, at Icifnre, o'er its angui(h. 
Om, Our royal mailer wou'd with noble uiage, 
JMake your misfortunes light : he bids you hope-' ■■■ 

£ij. I tell thee, Have, 1 baN-e iliook hands with hope, 
And all my thoughts are rage, deipair, and horix>r« 
Hal wherefore am 1 thus ! — Perdition feize me ! 
^VLt my cold blood runs ihiv'riog to my heart. 
As at fome phantom, that in dead of night. 
With dreadnil. adioh, ilaiks around our beds* 
. The rage and fiercer paffions of my bread 
Are loit in fisx aarfiifion.— — — - 
£aftyi&ly. 
j^ffefiaWHalyl 
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Ha. Oh, cropcror ! for whofe hard fate our prophet. 

And all the heroes of thy facred race 
Are fad in Paradifcv thy taithful Haly, 
The iUve of all rhy pleai'ures, in this ruin, 
This univerfal fliipwrcck of thy fonunes, 

Emt*:r Arpaiia. 
Has gathcr'd iij> thii treafiire tor thy arms : 
Nor ev'n the vielor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By vvhoie command once more thy flave bieholds thee) 
Denies this bleffing to thee, but with honour 
Renders thee back thy queen, thy beauteous bride. 

Baj, Oh ! had her e)es with pity feen my lorrowj. 
Had (lie the fondnefs of a tender bride, 
Heav'n cou'd not have beftow'd a greater blefling, 
And love had made amends for loi& of empire. 
But fee, what fury dwells upon her charmsf ! 
What lightnrftg flafties from her angry eyes ! 
With a malignant joy flie views my ruin : 
Even beauteous in her hatred, ilill fhe charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous foul to love. 

Arp, Ancldnr*iHhou hope, thou tyrant raviflier! 
That heav'n has any joy in ilore for tncc i 
Look back upon the lum of thy pall life, 
Where tyranny, opprellion, and injuftice, 
Perjury, murders, fwcll the black account j 
Where loft Arpaiia's wrongs Hand bleeding fre(h. 
Thy lall recoroed crime. But Heav'n has found theei 
At length the taidy vengeance has o'erta'en thee. 
My weary loul iLall bear a little longer 
The pain of life, to call for juftice on thee : 
That once complete, fink to the peaceful grave, 
And lole the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Baj, Thou rail'ft I 1 thank thee for it— i3c perveric. 
And iwufter all the woman in thy foul; 
Goad me with curfes, be a very wife, 
That I may fling oft' this tame love, and hate thee. 

Efitir Moncfes. [13aja2ety?tfr//»^, 

Ha ! Keep thy temper, heart ; nor take alarm 
At a Have's prelence. 

, Men. It is Arpalla! Leave me, thou cold fear. 

Sweet as the roiy mom flie breaks upon me ; 
And forrow, like the night's unwholefome fliade^ 
Gives way before the golden dawn flie brioRs^ 

B J Baj. 
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Baj» [jfthanctTig tc^Hirds hrm,^ Ha, Chliffian! It k' 

well that we meet thus ? 
I« this thy faih? 

Mtr, Why does thy frowning hrow 
Put on this fiorm of fury ? Is it llrange 
We fliould meet here, companions in misfortune. 
The captives of one common chance of war ? 
Nor (Louidft thou wonder that my fword has fail'd 
Before the fortune of victorious Tamerlane, 
When thou, with nations Hke thefanded fliore, 
\\ ith half the warring world upon thy lide, 
Coiiidli not ftand up againil this dreadful battle, 
That crulli'd thee with its flic ck. Thy men can witncff, 
Thofc cowards that foriook me in the combat, 
]^Jy {word was not inaftivc. 

Biij, No * lis falfe : 

Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek? Thou haft 
Beiray'd her to the Tartar; or even worfe, 
pale wi:h thy fear, didft lofe her like a coward ; 
And, like a coward now; wouldft call: the bLanic 
On fortune and ill' liars. 

Mc/i. iia ' laidu thou, like a coward ? 
What fan^Vity, what majefty divine 
Kail thou put on, to guaid thee from my rage-, 
That th'.is thou dar'll to wrong me ? 

£iij. Out, tho'j Have, 
And know me for thy lord 

A/.77. I tell thee, tyrant, 
When in he pride of power thou fat*il on high,. 
When like an idol thou wert vainly worflup'd 
B\ proftrate wretches, born with flavifli foi^ls; 
Ev'n when thou wert a king, thou wert no more 
Nor greater than Monefes, born of a race 
Royal and great as thine. What art thou now then ? 
The fate of war has fet thee with the loweft ; 
And captives (like the fubjedts of the grave) 
Lofipo; diftin(rtion, fene one common lord. 

£.rj, rrav*d bv this dog ! Now give a loofe to rage^ 
And cuite ihylclf; curfe thy falfe i heating prophet. 
Ha I yet there's fomc revenge. Hear me, thou Cnriilian } 
Thou Icfr'fl that fifter with me: Thou impoflor ! 
Thou bonder of thy honeily I Thouliac! 
But take her to thee back. 
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Wow to explore my prifon if it holds 

Another plague like this. The reftlefs damn'd 
(If mufties lie not) wander thus in hell ; 
From fcorching flame* to chilling frolls they run, 
Then from their frofts to fires return again. 
And only prove variety of pain. 

[Exeunt Hajazet, Haly, Omar, and guar d$»* 
Arp. Stay, Bajazet 1 charge thee, by my wrongs. 
Stay and linfold a tale of fo much hoKror, 
Asoaly fits thy telling.— —Oh: Vlonefes! 

* Man. Why doft thou weep? Why this tempeftuou$ 

p:iJl]on, 

* That flops thy fault'ring tongue fhort on my name ? 
^ Oh, fpcaki unveil this myflery oi forrow, 

* And draw the diimal fcene at once to light. 

* Arp. Thou art undone, loll, riiin'd, and undone! 

* Mon, I will not thuik 'tis io, while I have thee ; 

* While thus *tis given to fold thee in my arms; 

* For while 1 figh upon thy panting bofom, 

* The fad remembrance ot pad woes is loft, 

* Arp. Forbear to Iboth thy foul with flaltVing thought^ 

* Of evils overpaft, and joys to come : 

* Our woes are like the genuine (liadc beneath, 

* Where fate cuts off the very hopes of day, 
^ And everlafting night and horror reign.* 

Mon. By ull the tendernefs and chaue endearnjents 
Of Qxxv paft love, I charge thee, my Arpafia, 
To eafe my foul of doubts ! Give me to know. 
At once, the utmoft malice of my fete ! 

Arp, Take then thy wretched fliare in all I fiiffer, 
Still partner of my heart I Scarce hadft thou left 
The fiiltan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Soft'ning the pride and fiercenefs of his temper. 
With gentle fpeech made offer of his love. 
Amaz'd, as at the fliock of fudden death, 
I ilarted into tears, and often urg'd 
(Tho' flill in vain) the difference of our faiths. 
At laft, as flying to the utmoft refuge, 
With lifted hands and ftreaming eyes, I own'd 
The fraud, which when we firil were made his prisoners, 

* Confcious of my unhappy form, and fearing 

* For thy dear life, • i forc'd thee to put on ; 
Thy borrowed name of brother, Diine of ^ After; 

B 4 Hidia^ 
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Hiding between thst veil the neaser tie 

Our mutual vewt had made before the priefi* 

ILindliDg to rage at hearing of my llory. 
Then, be it fo, he cry'd : Think'il thou thy vows, 
Giv'n to a flave, (ha.l bar me from thy beauties ? 
Then bade the priefl pronounce the marriage rites : 
Which he perfbrmM ; whilft, fhriekiog with dei'pair, 
I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of heav*o to aid me. 

Man. Villain! imperial villain I — Oh, the coward! 
Aw'd by his guilt, tno' backed by force and power, 
He durift not, to my face, avow his puipoie : 
But, in my abience, like a lurking thiet. 
Stole on my treaiure, and at once undid me. 

Arp. Had they not kept me from the means of death* 
Forgetting all the rules of Chriilian fuffeving, 
I had done a deipVate murder on my foul, 
£re the rude flaves, that waited on his wUl, 
Had fbrc'd me to his ■ ■ 

MoK. Stop thee there, Arpafia, 
And bar my fisincy from the guilty fcene ! 
Let not thought enter, left the bufy mind 
Should muiler luch a train of monUrous images 
As would diiUaifk me. Oh 1 1 caimot bear it. 
Thou lovely hoard of fweets, where all my joys 
Were treafur'd up, to have thee rifled thus I 

• Thus torn untaxed from my eager wiflies I* 
But I will have thee from him. lamerlane 
(The ibvercign judge of equity on earth) 
Shall do me judice on this mighty robber. 
And render back thy beauties to Monefes. 

J>'p* And uho (liall render back my peace, my bonoor. 
The 1jx)tlei's whitenefs of my virgin foul ? 
Ah ! no, Monefes — ^Think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted love toxhv chafre arms : 
I am the tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title ! 
And, in the fight of all the faints, have fwom. 
By honour, womanhood, and blulhing iliame. 
To know no fecond bride-bed but my grave. 

* MoH, 1 fwear it muft not be, fince ilill my eye 
^ Finds thee as heav'nly white, as angel pure, 
« As in the carlicik hours of life thou wert : 

• Nor art thou his, but mine ; thy firfl vow^s miner 

• Thy foul is mine.- 
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* Arf. Oh ! think not, that the pow'r 

* Of raoft perfuafivc eloquence can make mc 

* Forget Fve-been another*8, been his wife ^ . 

* Now, hy my blufties, by the ftrong confullon 

* And anguifh of my heart, fpare me, Monefes, 

* Nor urge my trembling virtue to the precipice.* 
Shortly, Oh ! very fliortly, if my forrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me. 
Death flialT diflblve the fatal obligation, 

* And give me up to peace, to that bleft place 

* Where the gpod relt from care and anxioUs life 

* Mon, Oh, teach me, thou fair faint, hke thee to 
« Teach me, with hardy piety, to combat [fuflfcr ! 

* The prefent ills : inllru<5l my eyes to pafs 

* The narrow bounds of life, this lancl of ibrrow, 

* And, with bold hopes, to view the realms beyond^ 

* Thofe diftant beauties of the futare (late. 

« Tell me, Arpafia— fay, what joys are thofe 

* That wait to crown the wretch who fufFcrs here ? 

* Oh ! tell me, and fuftain my failing faith. 

* Arp, Imagine fomewhat exquifuely fine, 

* which fancy cannot paint, which the pleasM noiad 

* Can barely know, unable to defcribe it ; 

* Imagine 'tis a tra£t of endlefs joys 

* Without fatiety or interruption ; 

* Imagine, 'tis to meet and part no more. 

* Mon. Grant, gentle Heaven, that fuch may be our 

* Let us be bleft together. — Oh, my foul ! [lot ! 

* Build on that hope, and let it arm thy courage 

* To ftruggle with the llorm that parts us now. 

* Arp,^ Yes, my Monefes ! now the fiirges riie^ 
The fwelling fea breaks in between our harks, 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks. 
Farewell !— — .My foul lives with thee. ■■ ■ 

Mm. Death is parting, 
'Tis the lafl fad adieu *twixt foul and body. 
But this is fomewhat worfer— My joy, my comfort, 
All that was left in life, fleets after thee ; 

* My aching fight hangs on thy parting beauties, 

* Thy lovely eyes, all drown'd in flooos of forrovr* 
« So finks the fctting fun beneath the waves, 

* And leaves the traveller in pathlefe woods, 

* Benighted and forlorn. —Thus, with fad eyes. 
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* Wcftward he tumt, to mark tiielig^t'^s decay, > 

* Till, having loft the laft faint gitmpe of day, > 

* Chcarlefs, ni darknefs, he purines his way/ J 

[Exeunt Monefes and Ar^iifi^ Je<vtraljf, 

ACT III. SCENE, the hJiJe (f the royal teuu 
f/r/^T Axalla, Seliina, and v:omen attendant s» 

* Ax\ £^ A N there be aught in love, beyond th5» 

V-^ proof, 

* This wondVous proof, 1 give thee of my faith ? 

* To tear thee from my bkeding bofom thus ! 

* To rend the ftrings of life, to let thee free, 

* And )ield thee lo a cruel father's power, 

* Foe to my hopes ! what canll thou pay me back ? 

* Wh.u but thylelf, thou angel ! for this fondneli ? 

* S<L Thou d )ft upbraid me, beggar as I am, 

* And urge me with my poverty of love. 

* Perhaps th ui think "ft, *iis nothing for a maid 

* To flru^gle through the nicenefs of her fcx, 

* The bluft^cs pnd the fears, and own (he loves : 

* Thou tr.mL'fr 'tis nothing for my artlefs heart 

* To own my weaknef?, and confefs thy triumph. 

* Jx. Oh ! ye3 i (>\\ n it ; my charmed ears ne'er knew 

* A ioiuid of lo nine 1 lapture, fo much joy. 

* Not vo ces. inllriimcnts, not warbling l)irds, 

* Not w.nds, not n.urm'ring waters join'd in concert, 
•■ Not tuneful nature, not th' according Iphercs, 

* Utter </:cij h irmony, as when my Seliiua, 

* Wirh cUH\n-cat: !ook^ and bluflies, faid — I love.— 

* HtL And vr! lb 'U i:'.\'il, I am a niggard to thee. 

* I fwe^r the b hnce fliall be held between us, 

* And Lcwe be ;ud;;e if af:er all the fenderneft, 

* Tiiirs nnd oontuli .n of iiiv virgin-ioiil» 

* Th ni ll.oiiidit coii;[)l;;iii of Kughi, imjufl Ax-^llaP 
Aji, ^' 11 V wa [ e er t)lcft ! — Why is remen.brancc 

Rich with a thnul lul pi- nlin^^ in-.ages 

Of pall enjovnicn^F, fince "lis bift to pbgue me ? 

When tho'i art mine no more, what wiil it eale m« 

To think of all the golden iLinii-es pilf. 

To think that thou wer: kind, and 1 wns happy, 

fiut, tike an angel fah'n from blifs, to curio 
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Ky prefent ftatc, and mourn the heav'n IVe loft ? 
SeL Hope better for us both ; nor let thy fears. 
Like an unlucky omen, crofs my way. 

• My fether, rough and ftormy in his nature, ] ^ 

• To me was always gentle, and, with fondnefs 

• Paternal, ever met me with a bleffing. 

*• Oft, when offence had ftirr'd him to fuch fury, 

• That not grave counfellors for wifdom fam'd, 

• Nor hardy captains that had fought his bnttles, 

• Prefum'd to Ipeak, but llruck with aweful dread 

• Were hufli'd as death; yet has he fmil'd on me, 

• Kifs*d me, and bade me utter all my purpofe, 

• Till with my idle prattle 1 had footh d him, 

• And won him from his anger. 
« Ax. Oh ! I know 

^ Thou haft a tongue to charm the wlldeft tempers. 

• Herds would forget to graze, and favage bcafts 

• Stand ft ill and lofe their fiercenel's, but to hear rhee, 

• As if they had refleftion, and by reafon 

• Forfook a Icfs enjoyir»ent for a greater. 

• But, Oh ! wh<»n 1 revolve each circumftaacc, 

• My Chriftian faith, my fervice cloiely bound 

• To Tamerlane, my mafter and my friend, 

• Tell rae, my chafmer, if my fears are vain ? 

• Think what remains for me, if the fierce iultdn 

• Should doom thy beauties to another's bedV 

Sci. 'Tis a fad thought ; but to appeafe thy doubts, 
Here, in the nwefiil fight of Heav'n, I vow 
No pow'r ftiall e'er divide me from thy love, 
Ev'n dutv (hall not force me to be falfe. 
My cruel jftars may tear thee from my arms. 
But never from my heart ; * and w hen the maids 

• Shall yearly come with garlands of frefti flow*rs, 

• To mourn with pious office o'er my grave, 

• They fhall fit fadly down, and weeping tell 

• }^ow well I lov'd, how much I fufter'd fq;- thee ; 

• And, while they grieve my fate, ftiall praift my con* 

' ftancy.' 
Ax. But fee, the fultan comes ! — * My beating heart' 

• Bounds with exulting motion ; hope arid fear ' 

• Fight with alternate conqueft in my breaft. 

« Oh i can 1 give her from me ? Yield her up ? 

B 6- • • Now 
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« Now motm, thou God.of Lovti fin ir 
^ And crowns bis crua alt^n widi thy qi 
j&i/rr Bajazet, 
£^'. To have a naufi^us courtefr lbrc*d oo me^ 
8ptte of my will, by an infulting foe ! 
Ha ! they would break the fierceneft of my temper^ 
And make me fupplc for their flavUh purpofe. 
Curfe on theij^ fawning arts ! * From ncav*n itfclf 

• I would not» on fudi terms, receive a benefit, 

• But (bum it back upon the giver's hand.* 

SiL My lord! my royal &ther ! ISel. fmnfirvmri^ 
Baj. Ha! what art thou ? ]amdkiucU to Baj* 

What heavenly innocence 1 that in a form 
So known, fo lov'd, haft left thy paradife^ 
For joylcfs prifon, for this place or woe I 
Art thou my Selima ? • 

^tU Huve you forgot me ? 
* Alas, n)v piety is then in vain ! 
Y6ur Sciima, your daughter whom 3^011 lov'd^ 
The fondling once of her dear father's arms^ 
Is tome to cTaim her (hare xo his misfortunes^ 
' To wait and tend him with obfequious duty ; 

• To fit and weep for every- care he feels ;' 
To heltrto wear the tedious minutes out. 
To ibrten bondage, and the lofs of empire. 

Bau Now, by our prophet, if ray wounded mind 
Could know a thought ot peace, it would be now i 
Ev*n from thy prating infancy thou w ert 
My joy, my little angel: fmiling comfort 
Came with thee flill to glad me. Now I*m eura'd 
tv*n in thee too. Reproach and infamy 
Attend the Chriftian dog t' whom thou wert truflcci 
To fee thee here— 'twere better fee thee dead ! 

Jx, Thus Tamerlane, to ro^al Bajazct, 
With Itingly greetings fends : nnce with tho brave 
(Tfte-I^Bl!!^ D^s*nefi pf the iight once ended) 
Stem hate afK) oppofition ought to ceafe ;. 
Thy queen already to thy arms reftor'd, 
Miceive this fecond gift, thy beauteous daughter;; 
AIk) if there be ^ugm farther in thy wi(h, 
Demand with honour, and obtain it ffeely. 

Ba). Beaf back the futfome greeting to thy mailer |i 
Tell him* 111 npne oa'C Had be been a God. 

AB 
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All his omnipotence could not reftore 

My fame dimmi(h'd» lofs of facred honouTt 

The radiancy of majefty eclipsM : 

For aught befides, it is not worth my care ; 

The giver and his gifts are both beneath me* 

Ax. Enough of war the wounded earth has known % 

* Weary at length, and wafted with ddlru6^ioa, 

* Sadly flie rears her ruin*d head, to (hew 

* Her cities humbled, and her countries fpoifd^ 

* And to her mighty matters fucs for peace.* 
Oh, fultan ! by the pow'r divine I fwear, 
With joy I would relign the favage trophies 
In blood and battle gain'd, could 1 atone 
The fatal breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ; 
And think a ibldier's glory well beflow'd 

To buy mankind a peace. 

Baj* And what art thoM, 
That doft prefume to mediate *cwixt the rage 
Of angry kings ? 

Ax, A prince, born of the noblefl, 
And of a foul that anfwers to that birth, 
That dares not but do well. Thou doft put on 
A forc'd forgetfiilnefs, thus not to know me, 
* A gueft fo lately to thy court, then meeting 
On gentler terms. 

SeU Could auffht efface the merit 
Of brave Axallas name, yet when your daughter 
Shall tell how well, how nobly (he was us*d. 
How light this gallant prince made all her bondage^ 
Moft fure the royal Bajazet will own 
That honour ftands indebted to fucli goodnefs, 
^or can a monarch's friendftiip more than pay if. 
Baj. Ha! know^ft thou that, fond girl ?-*-G<v--*tis 
not well ; 
And when thou could^ft dcfcend to take a benefit 
Trom a vile Chriftian, and thy father's foe^ 
Thou didft an aA difhoneft to thy race : 
Henceforth, unlefs thou mean'ft to cancel all 
iMy Ihare in thee, and write thyfelf a baftard^ 
X>ie, ftarve, know any evil, any pain^ 
-father than tafte a mercy fron^ tkefe dogs* 
SeL Alas, Axalla! 
.^. Weepnoti lovely inaidt 

IfweaTt 
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I firear, * one pear^ drop fnmi tlurfe fiur tjm 

* Would over-pay tnc fenricc of my life !" 
One (igh from tHce has made a large amends 
For all thy angry father*s frowns and fiecccccfs. 

Biy. Oh, my curs*d fortune ! — Am 1 faU*n thus low t 
Diftionour'd to my face ! Thou earth-born thing ! 
Thou clod ! how haft thou dar'd to lift thy eyes 
Up to the facred race of mighty Ottoman, 
Whom kings, whom e'en oiu* prophet's holy offspring, 
At diftance have beheld ? And what art thou ? 
What glorious titles blazon out thy birth ? 
Thou vile obfcurity ! ha ! — lay — thou bafe one.. 

Ax, Thus challeng'd, Virtue, modell as flic is. 
Stands up to do herielf a conunon juftice ; 
To anfwcr, and aflert that in-born merit, 
That worth, which confcious to hcrfeif (he feels« 
'Were honour to be fcann'd by long defcent 
From anceftors illuArious, I could vaunt 
A lineage of the greateft, and recount 
Among my fathers names of antient (lory. 
Heroes and god-like patriots, who fubdu'd 
The world by arms and virtue, and, being Romacf^ 
Scorn'd to l)c kings ; but that be their own praife : 
Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 
Myfclf an undeferver. 1 could prove 
My fricndfhip ftich as thou might'ft deign t* accept 
With honour, when it comes with friendly office. 
To render back thy crown and former greatnefs ; 

* And yet e'en this, e'en all is poor, when Selima, 

* With matchlefs worth, weighs down the adverfe fcale/ 
Jiaj. To give me back what yefterday took from me, 

Won'd be to £;ive like Heaven, when, having iipilli'd 
This world (the goodly work ot his creation), 
He bid his favourite man be lord of all. 
Ihn iliis— — 

Ak-. Nor is this gift beyond my pow'r. 
Oft has the niii;hty mailer of my arais 
lJr^;*d ino with 1 ir^^e a-i^bition, to demand 
C^'nnvns and dominions fioii his Ix^nnreous powV: 

* J'is trno, I wav'd ihe protVer, and have held it 
The worthier choice to wait upon his virtues, 
To be the fiiond a:ul inrtner of his wars. 
Than to be Aiiu's lord. Nor wonder then. 

If 
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If iQ the confidence of fuch a friendfhip, 
I promifc boldly, for the royal giver, 
Thy crown and empire, 

Baj* For our daughter thus 
Mean'flthou to barter? Ha! I tell thee, Chfiftian, 
There is but one, one dowry thou canft give, 
And I can alk, worthy my daughter's love. 

Jx. Oh ! name the mighty ranfom ; talk my powV $ 
1-et there be danger, difficulty, death, 
T' enhance the price. 

Baj, I take thee at thy word. 
Bring me the Tartar's head. 

M. Ha ! 

Baj, Tamerlane's ! 
That death, that deadly poifon to my glory. 

Ax. Prodigious ! Horrid ! 

StL Loft! for ever loft! 

Baj\ And could'ft thou hope tobribe mewithaught clfct 
With a vile peace patch'd up on flavifti terms ? 

With tributary kingftiip? No !— To merit 

A recompence from me, fate my revenge. 

The Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him : 

One heav'n and earth can never hold us both; 

Still (liall we hate, and with defiance deadly 

Keep rage alive, till one be loft for ever : 

As if two funs fhould meet in the meridian, 

And ftrive in fiery combat for The paflage. 

Weep'ft thou, fond girl ? Now, as thy king and father, 

I charge thee, drive this flave from thy remembrance I 

Hate (hall be pious in thee. * Come and join 

To curfe thy father's foes. * l^^Jf^"^ f->old on her bancU 

* £eL Undone for ever ! 

* Now, tyrant duty, art thou yet obeyed? 

* There is no more to give thee. Oh, Axalla I* 

Bajazct luias out Selima, Jht iQohng hack on Axalla. 

* jUx, ' lis what 1 fear'd ; fool that I was t' obey ! 

* The coward Love, that could not bear her frown, 

* Has wrought his own undoing. Perhaps e'en now 

* The tyraiit^'s rage prevails upon her fears : 

* Fiercely he i\orins ; llie weeps, and fighs, and trembles, 
*• But fwears at length to think on me no more* 

* He bade me take her.— But, Oh, gracious honour! 

* Upon what terms ? My foul yet fhudders at it, 



* An^ ftaods but half recove9*d of her 6iAu ' 

* The head of Tttncrfarie ! ihofiftr6ul impi^! ■' ' 

* Bleed, bleed to death, my heart, be virtue's martyr. 

* Oh, emperor! I own, I ought to give thee 

^ Some nobler mark, than dymg, of my faitK* • 

* Then let the pains I feel my mend(hip prove, 

* *Tis eaiier faF to die, than ceafe to love. [Exit Axalhu 

SCENE, Tamerlane's camp. 

• Enter J?ueralfyMone{cs^ andPtinct cfTdtizhm 

* M§n. If I not prefs untimely on his leifure, 

* You would much bind a ftranger to your fervice, 

* To give me means of audience from the emperor.' 

* Pr. Mqft willingly ; tho' for the prefent nnomeiit 

* Wc muft intreat your flay ; he holds him private. 

* Mm His council, I prefume ? 

* Pr. No, the affair 

* Is not of earthy but Heav'n — A holy maa, 

* (One whom oiu* prophet*s law calls fuch) a dervifey 

* Keeps him in conference. 

* Men, Hours of religion, 

* Efpecially of princes, claim a reverence, 

* Nor will be interrupted. 

* Pr. What his bus'neis 

* Imports we know not ; but v ith eameft fuif , 

* This morn, he begg'd admittance. Our great rtiafter 

* (Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heav*n} 

* In reverend regard holds all that bear 

* Relation to religion, and, on notice 

* Of his requeft, received him on the inflant. 

* Mom. Me will attend his pleafure. {Exm^t^ 

Ent^r Tamerlane mnd a Dervife. 

7am* Thou bring^ft me thy credentials from theHi|^ieft» 
From Alha and our Prophet. Speak thy meiTage, 
It.muiP import the beil: and noblefl ends. 

Der. Thus fpeaks our holy Mahomet, who has ghrVi 
To reign and conquer : 111 doft thou repay. (^chet 

The bounties of his hand, unmindful of 
The fountain whence thy dreams of greatnefs floir« 
1 hou haft fprg%>t high Heav'n, haft b»ten down 
A&d'Uamided on raigun's UoBlVf. 
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^am. Now, as Tin a Ibldier and a king, 
(The greateft names of honour) do but make 
'I'hy imputation out, and I'anierlane 
Shall do thee ample juftice on himlelf. 
So much the facrecl name of He?.ven awes me. 
Could I AripetSt my ibul of harbourmg aught 
To its diflionour, I vvould-learch it Itridiy, 
And drive th* offenprfing thought with fury forth. 

Der. Yes, thou haft hurt our hoiy prophet's honour. 
By foftering the jjernicious Chriftian icft ; 
Thoie, whom his fword purfu'd with fell deftrudtion, 
Thou tak*ft into thy bofora, to thy councils; 
They are thy only friends. The true believers 
JMourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tain. I tear me, thou out-go'ft the prophet's ordcFy 
And brjng'ft his venerable name to fticher 
A rudenefs ill -becoming thee to ufe. 
Or me to iuffer. When thou nam'ft my friend, 
Thou namM a man beyond a monk's difcerning, 
VirtiKHJB and great, a warrior and a prince. 

Dtr. He is a Chriilian ; th^re our law condemns Kim^ 
Altho* he were ev'n all thou fpeak'jl^, and more. 

Tarn, 'Tis falfe ; no law divine condemns the virtuoufa 
For differing from the rules your frhools deviie. 
Look round, how Providence beibws alike 
Sunihine and rain, to blefs the fruitful year* 
On different nations, all of ditlerent 6»ths ; 
And (tho* by feveral names and titles woriliip*d) 
Heav'n take) the various tribute of their praife; 
Since all agro* to own, at leail to mean. 
One b«ft, one greated, only Lord of all : 
* Thus when he view'd the many form s- of nature, 
< He found that all was good, andb-eil tlie fair variety/ 

DiT, Moil impious and profane 1— Nay, frown not. 
Full cf the prophet, \ deipiie the danger [prince; 

Thy angry ^wer may threaten. I command thee 
To hear and to obey ; fince thus fays Mahomet : 
Why have I made thee dreadful to the nations ? 
Why have I giv'p thee conquefl ; but to fpread 
l^y iacred law ev'n to the utnoft earth, 
And make my holy Mecca the ^i^orld's worfli^p ? 
Go 00, and whereibe'er thy arms (liall profper, 
Plant there the prophet's. name; wkli Iwaro and fire 
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Drive out all other faiths, and let the world 

Confefs him only. 

Tarn. Had he but commanded 
My iword to conquer all, to^make the world 
Know but one lord, the tafk were not fo hardr 
'Twerc but to do what h-^s been done ai ready j 
And Philip's fon, and Qv< v did as much f 
But to iubdue th* unconquerable mind. 
To make one reaf^n havr vhe fame effect 
UfK n all apprehenlions ; to force this 
Or thi? man juft to think as thou and I do; 
Impoflible-! unlefs fouls w^rt. alike 
lu all, which differ now like human faces. 

Drr. V^ell might the holy cauff be carried on^ 
If Muifelmen did not make war on Mullclmen.- 
Why hold*{i: thou captive a believing m narch? 
Now, as thou hop'ft to 'fcape the prophet's curie, 
Releafe the royal Hajazet, and join, 
With force united, to deftroy the Chridians. 

Tarn. 'Jis well, — I've ^ound the caufe that mov'd thr 
What fh allow politician fet thee on, [zeaL 

In hopes to fright nie this way to compliance? 

2>#r. Our prophet only 

Tom* No— thou doft Ixilie him, 
Thou maker of new faiths ! thit dar'ft to bufld 
Thy fond inventions on religion's name. 
Religion's luftre is, by native innocence, 
Divinely pure, and fimple from all arts ; 
You daub and drefs her like a common miftrefs^ 
The harlot of your fancies ; and by adding 
Falfe beauties, which (he wants not, make the world 
Sufped her angel's face is foul beneath, 
And wo not bear all lights. Hence ! I have found thee 
Der. Ihave but one refort. Now aid me, prophet \[Afiitn 
Yet I have fomewhat further to unfold ; 
Our prophet fpeaks to thee in thimder — * thus- 

[* fhe Dervife draws a coucea?d dagger^ gutd ifftrs H 

Jiab Tamerlane. 
Tarn. No, villain, HeavV is watchful" o'er its w<»- 
fliipers, U^^ffl'^g f^ daggnfrom bim* 

And blafts the murderer's purpofe. Think, thou wretch! 
Thuik on the pains that wait thy criine^ aod tremble 
When 1 Ihall doom thee i 

D0. 
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Der. 'Tis but death at laft ; 
And I will lufFer greatly for the caufe 
That urg'd me firft to the bold deed. 

Tarn, Oh, impious! 
Enthufiafm thus makes villains martyrs. 
[Paupng.] It fliall be fo — To die ! 'twere a reward- 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy faith and mine : 
Thine bids thee lift thy dagger to my throat ; 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid tiiee live. 
Keep thy own wicked fecret, and be fafe ; 
If thou repent'll, I have gainM one to virtue. 
And am, in that, rewarded for my mercy; 
If thou continu'li flill to be the fame, 
*ris punifhment enough to be a villain. 
Hence ! from my fight — It fliocks my foul to think 
That there is fuch a monfler in my kind. \^Exit Dervife, 
Whither will man's impiety extend? 
Oh, gracious Hcay'n ! doft thou withhold thy thunder. 
When bold aiTaflins take thy name upon 'em, 
And fvvear they are the champions of thy caufe ? 
Enter Monefcs. 

Mon. Oh, Emperor ! before whole awful throne 
Th* afflidled never kneel in vain for juftice, f KneiUwg 
Undone, and niin*d, blafted in my hopes, \ tarT^aHw, 
Here let me fall beforfe your facred feet, 
And groan out my misfortunes, till your pity, 
(The laft lupport and refuge that is left me) 
Shall rajfe me from the ground, and bid me live. 

Tarn. Rife, prince ; nor let me reckon up thy worthy . 
And tell how boldly that might bid thee alk, 
Left I fliould make a merit of my juftice, 
The common debt I owe to thee, to all, 
Ev*n to the meaneft of mankind,' the charter 
By which I claim my crown, and Heav'n's proteftlom 
Speak, then, as to a king, the facred name 
W^ere pow*r is lodg'd, for righteous ends alone. 

Mtfn. One only joy, one bleffing, my fond heart 
Had fix'd its wilhes on, and that is loft ; 
That fiftcr, for whofe fafety my fad foul 
EndurM a thoufand^feairs- > ■ ■ 

Tom* I well remember, 
When, ere the battle join*d, I faw thee firft. 
With grief UQcommon to a brother*8 love. 
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Thou told'ft a nuMng tale of her misfortunes. 

Such as bcfpeak my pity. Is there tfught 
Thou canft demand trom friendfhip? Aflc, and hnve it, 
Mon. Firll, Oh! let me mtreat your royal gooilnel^ 
Forgive th^ folly of a lover's cautrcn, 
That forg'd a tale of folly to deceive you. 
Said I, flie was my fiAer ? — Ob I 'lis falfc ; 
She holds a dearer intercft in my foul, 

* bxich as the clofeft ties of blood ne'er knew ; 

^ An intcreft, fucli as power, wealth, and honour^ 

* Can't buy» but lo\e, love only, can beiiow j* 
She ^as the miftrefs of my vows, my bride, 
By contrad mine , and long ere this the prieft 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not Bajazct 

Tam. Ha ! Bajazet I — If yet his pow'r wiililiolds 
The caufe of all thy forrows, all thy fears. 
E'en gratitude for once fliall gain upon him. 
Spite of his favage temper, to reilore her. 
This morn a foldier brought a captive beauty. 
Sad tho' (lie leem'd, yet of a form more rare. 
By much the nobler Ipoil of all the field ; 
E'en Scipio, or a vidor ^et moft cold, 
Might have forgot his virtue at her light. 
Struck with a pTeafing wonder, 1 beheld her. 
Till, by a Have that waited near her perlbn, 
I learn'd (lie was the captive fulian's witc ; 
Strait 1 forbade my eyes the dangerous ioy 
Of gazing long, and lent her to her lord. 

AU/i, 1 here was Moneles loft, i oo lure na^hcart 
(From the firft ir.ention of her wondVous charms) 
Prefag*d it could be only my Arpalia. 

Tam. Arpalia ! did 'ft thou fay ? 

Aion, Yes, my Arpafia. 

Tarn, Sure I miftake, or I fain would miftake thee ; 
I ham'd the queen of Bajazet ; his wife. 

Afi//. His queen I hiswifel He brings that holy titlf 
To varnifli o er the monftrous wrongs he has done nic 

Tam, Ahis ! 1 fear me, prince, thy griefs arejull; 
Thou art, indeed, unhappy™— 

Mon, Can you pity me. 
And not redrefs ? •Oh, royal Tamerlane ! [*Aw/f«|. 
Thou fuccour of the wretched, reach thy mercy 
To lave me from the grave, and from obUviou ; 
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Be gracious to the hopes that wait my youth, 

• Oh! let not forrow blaftmej Jeft I wither, 

• And fall in vile diihonour.* Let thy jiUlice 
Reftorc me.mj? Arp:ifia ; give her baek, 

Back to my wiihes, to my tranfporta give her, * 

To my fond, reftlefs, bleeding^ dying l>ofom. 
Oh ! give her to me yet, while I have life 
To blels thee for the bounty. Oh, Arpafia! 

^'^w^ Unhappy, royal youth, why doll thou afic 
What honour tniilt deny ? Ha ! 19 fhe not 
His wife, whon^ he has wadded, whom eojoy^ ? 
And would'ft thou have my partbl friend[hip break ' 
That holy knur, which ty'd once» all mankind 
Agree to hold f^cred and imdifTolvable ? 
The brutal violence would ilain my juftice, 
And brand me with a cy rant's hated name 
To late pofterity. 

Mrm* Are then the vows^ 
The holy vows we rcgifter'd in Hcav'rT» * 

But common air ? 

Tam, Con Id thy fond love forget . 

The violation of a firft emjoyment ? — *-^— 
But ibrrow has difturb'd ana hurt thy min^d. ' • 

Man. Perhaps it has, and like an idle madman. 
That wanders with a train of hooting boys, - ' 

i do a thouiand things to fbime my re ^ ton. 
Then let mr tiy, and bear my fullles whh me, 
Far, far from the wiji1d*fi fight. Honour and faxnct ' 
Arms ajid iJve glorious w ar llinll be Itjrgottcn ; 
No noble ibund of greatnefs, or ambition, ' 

Shall weak my drowly foul from her dead ileep, 
Trll the laft trump do fummon. 

9aiju Let thy vmue 
Stand up and anfwer to thefc warnng palTiatis, . , 

That vex thy manly temper. From ibe moment • 

When firft 1 law tiiee, i'^^rtiething wond'rous noble J 

Shone ihro' ihy form, and woa my fricndflup lor,tlie«t ' 
Without the tedious fnrm ot long accjuaintaiice ; 
Nor will I lolc thee pocrly for a womajy* 
Cjme, droop no mpre, tbou flialt with me purfae 
True g rea tnel'a , f ill w e r i fe ro i n \m<n ra U t y . 
Thou iliEilt forget thck lefler cares, Moneles ; 
Thou ihalti and help mc to lelg^jaihc^ viocld* 

7 ^ . ^ Mo** 

4 
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Mmh * So the good Gemot i I rtd 

' To ihr the evil fate that ftill pun nim, 

• Till It have wrought his niio** Sacred Tamerlane^ 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me. 

Sat, oh! too deep the wounding grief is fix'd^ 
For any hand to hcaU ' . 

Tarn, This dull defpair. 
Is the foul's lazinefs. Roufe to the combat, 
/And. thou art fure to conquer. War ihall reflore tbeef 
The found of arms ihall wake thy martial ardouTt 
And cure this amorous ficknefs ot thy foul, 

• Begun by doth, and nurs'd by too much eafe* 

• The idle God of Love fupinely dreains, ' 

• Amidft inglorious ihades and purling ftreaini* 

• In roly fetters and fantailic chains, 

' He binds deluded maids and fimple fwains ; 

• With foft enjoyments wooes them to forget 

• The hardy toils and labours of the great. 

• But if the warlike trumpet's loud alarms 

• To virtuous ads excite, and manly zrmh 

• The coward boy avows his abjedl fear, 

• On filken wings fublime he cuts the air, 

• Scar'd at the noble noife and thunder of the waiV 

* ** Thhj^fond Lovfy 
V lTnur$d and bred injlotb^ and tw much eafi ; 
** Near purling Jiuami^ in gUon^Jhades^^bt Ues^ 
** And Uofely there ^ inftruHs his 'votaries^ 
*• Honour and a^ive virtue to difpije \ 
•• But if the trumpets echo from ^ar^ 
•* X)n filken nuings fublime hi cuts the air^ 
*' Second at the noife and clangor of the war^^ 

lExesaa* 
~~ — — ■ - . ~ 

ACT IV. SCENE, Bajazet's /#»/. 

Enter tidiy and the Dcrvife. 
iSs^.npO 'fcape with Jife from an attempt like thiif 
A Demands my wonder juftly. 
Der* True, it may ; 
But *tis a principle of his new faith ; 
Tis what his Chriftian favourites have infpir^d* 

• The line* in Italics are now ffoken ftt tkt Theatre^ tftftttitf 

.IImCi WCWUA fiSf fa COBBMk 

Whi 
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Who fondly make a merit of forgiveiiefSf ' 
And give their foes a fecond opportunity. 
If the firft blow (hould mifs. — Failing to fenrt 
The fultan to my wifli, and c*en defpairing 
Of further means t* eScSi his liberty, 
A lucky accident retrievM my hopes. 

Ha* The prophet and our mafter will reward 
"Thy zeal in their behalf; but fpeak thy purpofo. 

I)er. Juft etit'ring here I met the Tartar general| 
Jierce Omar. 

Ha. He commands, if I midake not. 
This quarter of the army, and our guards. 

Der. The fame. By his flern afpedt, and the firc8 
That kindled in his eyes, I guefs'd the tumult 
^me wrong had rais d in his tempeftuous foul ; 
A friendfhip cff old date had giv*n me privilege 
To alk of his concerns. In fhort, I leam'd. 
That burning for the fultan's beauteous daughtcFiJ 
He had begg'd her, as a captive of the war, 
From Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought his lervices might claimy 
Loudly he llorms, and curfes the Italian, 
As caufe of this affront. 1 join'd his rage. 
And added to his injuries the wrongs 
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
But iee, he comes* Improve what I (hall tell. 
And all we wifh is ours. [Tbtyfeemto talk togettirafit^ 
Enter Omar. 

Om, No if I forgive it, 

Diflionour blaft my name ! Was it for tkis 
That I directed his firft fteps to greatnefs, 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is ? 

* When our great Cam firft bent his eyes towards hiaij 
^ (Then petty prince of Parthia) and by me 

« Perfuaded, rais'd him to his daughter's bed, 

• Call'd him his fon, and fucceflbr of empire ;* 
Was it for this, that like a rock I ftood 

And ftemm'd a torrent of our Tartar lords. 
Who fcorn'd his upftart fwav > When Calibes, 
in bold rebellion, drew e*en half the provinces 
To his own caufe, I, like his better angel. 
Stood by his fliaking throne, and fix'd it faft ; 
Aad am I now fo lofl to his remembrance, 



That, when I afltt cRslfoe^ fte'OMi 9^mm^ 
She is Axalia*8 vi^r, Hiif^ CnHMw i«ttlM h 

Der. Alkfw me, ^iont OnMir) to-ctooiMMl; 
Since injur'd thtis^, wh)^ ri^t jmr&otr y^Qodfelfi^ 
The prize you sdk i» in fmfpopwN 

Om. It i»i 
And I will'ieize it. m cM)^ tff TlMMililm» 
And that haiian deg. 

OL What need of fbreev 
When every thing concurc to meet your wifheir?- 
Our oiighty mafterirmtM not^wkh*k-ibii 
Nobler .than Oman Fp«« a* fat(ieF?fc4i«Snd' 
RecAve thnf daughter, whkh iwgoiteful "[j^anatriaiw 
Has to your wprni deny*d« 

Om. Now hy n^ arms^ 
It will be grcs^t Tevcnge. Wha^ wlW "yoor Mtaa , 
Give to tfa^mar^ that (hall'reUore ht& libcMy^ 
His cr(^/ and give htn^ pow^r- to wfcak h^^ htcired 
tJpon his grea(jrctft^foe? 

Ha. All he can aflt, 
And far beyond'hia wiA pTfWfnrt 

Oar- Thefe trumpets fpeiik 
The emperor's approach ; he comeihemee more 
To ofter terms ot peace. Retire within* 
1 will no fa|Tthcr— he grows deadljr to me; 
Andcude me, prophet, if I not rtpay 
His hate» with fetnbuttou full as mottaU [S^eimt^ 

S C £ N £ ifrawt^ and Jijcovirs Arpafia ^ing om m c^wd* 
S O N C 

To thee. Oh, gentle fleep, alone 

Is owing ail our peace ; 
By thee our joys are heightenM fliovvn. 

By tUee our forrows ceafe. 
The nymph, whofe hand,, by fraud or force. 

Some tyrant has poflefs'd. 
By thee, obtainifig a divorce. 

In her own, choice is blefs'd; 
Oh, ftayl Arpafia bids thee flay; 

The fadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee, not to lofe in day 

l!he objett of' her cait* 
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To grafp whofe pleafing form fhc fought, 

That motion chas'd her ilccp ; - 

Thus by ourlelvcs are oft'neit wrought 
The griefs for which we weep. 

Arp. Oh, death ! thou gentle end of human forrowi^ 
Still mufl: my weiary eye-lida vainly wake, 
In tedious expectation of thy peace ? 
Why ftand thy thoufand thouland doors ftill open. 
To take the wretched in, if ftem religion 
Guards every paflagc, and forbids my entrance ?— 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia fvvallow fire, 
When urg'd with griefs beyond a mortal fufferance ; 
But here it muft not be. Think then, Arpafia, 
Think on the facred dilates of thy faith. 
And let that arm thy virtue, to perform 
What Cato's daughter durft not— Live, Arpafia, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Eniir Tamerlane. 

Tarn. When fortune fmiles upon the foldier*s arms^ 
And adds e'en beauty to adorn nis conqueft, 
Yet (he ordains, the fair fhould know no fears, 

* No forrows to pollute their lovely eyes, 

« But fhould be us'd e'en nobly, as herfelf, 

* The qween and goddefs of the warrior's vows/ 
Such welcome as a camp can give, fair Sultanefs, 
We hope you have receiv'd ; it fTiall be larger. 
And better as it may. 

Jrp. Since I have borne 
That miierable mark of fatal greatnefs, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions; 
Scepters and fetters are grown equal to nie. 
Aha the beft change my fate can bring is death# 

7€un. * When forrow dwefls in fuch an angel formj 

* Well may we guef's that thofe above are mourners ; 

* Viftue is wrong* d, and bleeding innocence 

* Suffers fome wondVous violation here, 

* To make the 'faints look fad.* Oh ! teach my pgwer 
To dire thofe ills which you unjallly fuffer, 

Lcll: Heav'n fliould wiefl it from my idle hand, 
If i look on, and fee you' weep in va n. . 

\/irp. Not that n y foul diidams the generous aid 
Thy royal goodneis proffers j but, Oh, cmperOi- ! 

C It 
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It is not in my fate to be made happy ; 

Nor will I liften to the coz'ner, hope, 

But iland relolv'd to bear the beating ftorm 

That roars around me ; fafe in this alone. 

That I am not immortal. — 1 ho' 'tis hard, 

•Tis wond'rous hard, when 1 remember thee 

(Dear native Greece!), and you, ye weeping maids. 

That were companions of my virgin yoiitn ! 

A'ly iiobie parents I Oh, ihe grief of*^ heart. 

The pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 

Their reverend ages to the grave with forrow ! 

And yet there is a woe furpailing all : 

Ye faints and r.ngels, give me of your conftancy. 

If you expert I fliall endure it long, 

^lam. \^ hy is my pity all that 1 can give 
To tears like yours ? And yet I fear 'tis all ; 
hior dare 1 afk what mighty lofs you mourn, 
Lell honour fliould forbid to give it back. 

Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou fliould'ft. 
B\i know (tho' to the weaknefs of my lex 
I yield thelc tears) my foul is more than man. 
Think, 1 am born a Greek, nor doubt my virtue; 

* A Greek ! from whofe fam'd anceflors of old 

* Rome drew the patterns of her boafted heroes.* 
They muft be mighty evils that can vatfquiih 

A Spartan courage, and a Chriftian faith. 
Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To know no thought of reft ! to have the mind 
Still mini Ik ring freih plaguef, as in a circle, 
Where one diflionour treads upon another; 
What know the fiends beyond it ? — Ha ! by hell, 

\Seting Arp. and Tain# 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here ? to rob me of my lo\'e, 
And violate the laft retreat of happinefs ? 

Tarn, ]5ut that I read upon thy frowning brow, 
That war yet lives, and rages in thy breaft ; 
Once more (in pity to the iuftVing world) 
I meant to offer peace. 

yiaj. And mean'ft thou too 
To ticat it with our emprefs ; and to barter 
The fpoils which fortune gave thee for her fiivours ? 

Arf* What would the tyrant ? l^Jidt, 

Big. 
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Baj, Seek'ft thou thus our friendfhip ? 
Ift this the royal ufage thou didft boafl ? 

Tarn, The boiling paffion that difturbs thy foul 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpofe dark— • 
Unriddle what thy myftic fury aims at. 

Baj. Is it a riddle? Read it there explain'd; 
There, in my fhame. Now judge roc thou, Oh,Prophetp' 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not rage! 
The pe:ifant-hind, begot and born to flavery, 
Yet aares affert a hufband's facred right. 
And guards his homely couch from violation: 
And Ihall a monarch tamely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 

Tarn, If I Could have wrongM thee. 
If confcious virtue, and all-judging Heav'n; 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern*d appetite, 
What hinder'd, but, in fpite of thee my captive, '] 

I might have us'd a vitlor's boundlefs power, 
And fated every wifli my foul could form ? 
But, to fecure thy fears, know, Bajazet, 
This is among the things I dare not do. [fent ? 

Biij. By hcTl, 'tis falle ! elle wherefore art thou pfc- 
What cam'ft thou for, but to undo my honour ? 
I found thee holding amorous parley with her^ 
Gazing and plotting on her wanton eyes. 
And bargainmg for pleafures yet to come : 
My life, I know, is the devoted price ■ ■ 

But take it, 1 am weary of the pain. 

Tarn. Yet, ere thou raflily urge my rage too for, 
I warn thee to take heed : I am a man, 
And have the frailties common to man's nature ; 
The fiery feeds of wrath are in my temper. 
And may be blown up to fo fierce a blaze 
As wifdom cannot rule. Know, thou haft tottckM m^e 
E'en in the niceft, tend'reft part, my honour; 
My honour! which, likepowV, difdains being queftionVl; 
Thy breath has bhfled my fair virttje's fame, 
JVnd mark*d me for a villain, and a tyrant. 

Arp^ And {land I here an idle looker-on, 
To'iee'my innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous hands, nor can revenge the wr^M > 
Att thou a man, and dar*ft thou ufe me thus| [T* Baj. 
^sA thou ttot torn me froni my native coui>try. 
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iProm the dear arms of my lamenting friends. 
From my foul's peace, and from my injurM hyve ? 
Nafl thou not niin'd^ blotted me for ever. 
And driv'n me to the brink of black deipair ? 
And it it in thy malice yet to add 

fc wound mdre deep, to fully my white name, 
y Wrtue ? 

Bo;, Yet, thou haft thy fex's virtueg. 
Their afFeftation, pride, ill-nature, noiie, 
Pronenelsto change, e'en from the joy that pleasM *em: 
So gracious is your idol, dear variety. 
That for another love you would forego 
An angel's form, to mingle with a devil's. 

• Thro* ev*ry itate and rank of men you wander, 

• Till e'en your large experience takes in all 

• The ^flferent nations of the peopled earth.' [trihc 
wfr^. Why ibu^ht'ft thou not from thy own impious 

A wife like one ot thefe ? * For fuch thy race 

* (If human nature brings forth fuch) a^'rds. 

* Gr^ce, for chafte virgins fam'd, and pious xnatxt>nS| 

* Teems not with monfters like yo]ur Turkilh wives, 

* Whom guardian eunuchs, haggar'd and deform'd, 

• Whom walls and bars make honeft by conftraint/ 
Know, I dcteft, like hell, the crime thou mention'ft : 
Not that 1 fear or reverence thee, thou tyrant ; 
But that my foul, confcious of whence it fprung. 
Sits unpolluted in its iacred temple. 
And icorns to mingle with a thought fo meen. 

Tam, Oh, pity ! that a greatnets fo divine 
5^bould meet a fate fo wretched, fo i nequal. 
Though.blind and wilful to the good tliat courts thee, 

/ [To Bajazet* 

With open-handed bounty Heav'n purines thee. 
And bids thee (undelerving as thou art, 
And monftrous in thy crinaes) be happy yet ; 
Whilft thou, in friry, doft avert the bfcffing, j 

And art an evil Genius to thyfelf. ^ 

BaJ, No — Thou, thou art my greateft curie on earth! 
Thou, who haft robb'd me of my crown and glory, g 

And now purfu'ft me to the verge of life, j ^ 

To fpoil me of my honour : Thou ! thou hype cfiu I 
That w^ar'fl a pageant outiide flicw of virttie^ 

fs 
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To rover the hot thoughts that glow within ! 
Thou rank adulterer ! 

Tarn, Oh, that thou'wert 
The lord of all thofe thoufands that lie brcathlcfs 
On yonder field of blood, that I again 
Might hunt the face of death and danger, 
Thro' the tumultuous battle, and there force thee, 
Vanquifli'd and finking underneath my arm, 
To own thou haft traduc'd me like a villain. 

Baj, Ha ! does it gall thee, Tartar ? By Revenge 
It joys me much to find thou feel'ft my fury. 
Yes, I will echo to thee, thou adulterer 1 
Thou doft profane the name of king and foldicr, 
And,- like a ruffian bravo, cam'il with force 
To violate the holy marriage^bcd. 

^am. Wert thou not fhelter'd by thy abje(fl flate. 
The captive of my fword, by my juft anger, 
IVIy breath, like thunder, fliould confound thy pride, 
And doom thee dead this inftant with a word. f not. 
B^. Mis falfe! my fate*s above thee, and thou dar'ft 
Tarn, Ha! dare not! Thou haft rais'd my pond'roiw 
And now it falls to crufli thee at a blow. t****^* 

A guard tliercl — * h'eizc and drag him to his fate! 

[* E).ur a guards thtj/eizt Bajazet. 
Tyrant, I'll do a double jurtice on ihee j 
At once revenge myielf, and a'l mankind. 

Baj. Well doll thou, cie thy violence and luft 
Invade my bed, thus to begm with murder: 
Drown.all thy fears in blood, and lin Iccurely. 
71a w. Away! ^ 

A f» {Knedlng.'] Oh, ft ay! I charge thee by renown ; 
By that bright glory thy great foul purfues, 
Call back the doom of death ! 
^am. Fair injur'd excellence, 
Why doft thou kneel, and wafte fuch precious prayVs, 
* As might e*en bribe the faints to partial juftice,' 
For one to goodnefs loft, who firft undid thee, 
Who ftill purfues, and aggravates the wrong ? 

Baj. By Alha ! no 1 will not wear a life 

Bought with fuch vile diftionour.— Death fliall free me 
At once from infamy, and thee, thou traitrefs ! 

Arp. No matter, tho' the whiftling winds grow loudj 
And the rude tcmpeft roars, 'tis idle rage : 

C 3 Oh! 
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Oh! mark it not; but tet th> flAidy. virtue 

Be conflant to its temper. Save his fife, ' 
Aud fave Arp.^lia from the iport of talkers* • 
Think how the buly, medaling world will tois 
Thy n.ighty iianie about, in icurril riiirth ; 
fchall brarid th; vengeance, as a foul dcficp. 
And make iuch nionlhous legends of our lives. 
As late polUTJty ILmU blufli in reading. 

Titrn. Oh, mil tchlefs virtue! Yes, 1 will obey j 
Tho' faggard in :he race, admiring yet, 
, I will piirluc tr.c Ihining path thou tread 'II. 
Sultan, be lafe ! Reafon re fumes her empire, 

{The guatdi rtf'eqfi Bajazett 
And I am cool again.— -Here break we off, 
Lell fanher Ipeech ihould miniltcr new rage. 
W \\t\y trow, dangerous paffions I retreat. 
To keep a conquefl: whicii was hard to get : 
And, Oh ! 'tis time 1 fhould for flight prepare, 
A war more fatal leems to threaten there. 
And all my rebel-blood .ilf^fts the fair : 
Cue aioment more, and 1 too' late fliall find. 
1 hat Lovt's the ftrongelt pow r that lords it o'er tKc 
mind. [^Exit I amerlane, /*// «:iv//^ r/#^^««r.^/i. 
Bnj. 1 o what ne ^ fhame, what plague am I refcrv'd? 

* Vv hy did my dars retuie me tx> ciie warm, 

» \* hile yet my regal liate Hood unimpiach'd, 

* Nor knew the curie of having cwt above me ? 

* Then too (altho' by foice 1 gVaip'd the joy) 

* My love was fafe, nor tcit the rack of doubt.* 
Why hafl thou forc*d this nauicous life upon me? 
Is it to triuiijph o'er n.c ■' But I will, 

1 will be free ; I \\\\. forget th< e all ; 
Tht bittei a..ci the Iweet, the joy and pain. 
Death (liall expunoe at once, and cafe my foul. 
PiO'.hct, take fior!re, I difclaim thy paradife, 
Thv fragrant bo vv*rij aiid cvcrl;iiiini( fhadts ; 
Thou halt plac'd won.an thtrc, and all thy J03-S arc 
tainted. [Exit Bajazct, 

Jrp, A little longer yet, Vt ftiong, my heart; 
A little longer let rhe bufv ij/ii its 
Keep on their chearful round. — it wo'not be! 

* l.ove, forrow, and the Umg of vile reproach, 

* Succeeding one another in their courlc, 

* Like 
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* Like drops of eating water on the marble, 

« At length have worn my boafted courage down : 

* I will indulge the woman in my Ibul. 

* And give a loofe to tears and to impatience.* 
Death is at laft m- due, and I will have it. * 
And fee, the poor Moneies comes, to take 

One lad adieu, and riicn we part ior ever, 
Efiiir Monefes, 

Mon, Already am I onward of my way ; 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow found 
At diftance, to my ears. VJy eyes grow heavy, 
And all the glorious lights of heav'n look dim ; 
•'lis t e laft office they (hall c.er do me, 
To view thee once, and then to clofe and die. 

^r/. Alas, how happy havf we been, Monefes ! 
Ye gentle days, that once were ours, what joys 
Did every chearful morning bring along ! 
No fears, no jealoufies, no angry parents, 
That for unequal births, or fortunes, frown'd ; 
But Love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to blefs us, 
Made us a bleffing too to all belides, 

M'ft, Oh, call not thy remembrance back, Arpafia! 
*Ti8 grief unutterable ; 'tis diitradtion ! 

* But let this laft of hours be peaceful forrow I* • 
Here let me kneel, and pay my lateft vows. 

Be witnefs, all ye faints, thou Heav'n and Nature, 

Be witnefs of my truth, for you have known id 

Be witnefs, that I never knew a pleafure, 

In all the world could offer, like Arpafia ! 

Be witnefs, that I liv'd but in Arpaiia ! 

And, Oh, be witnefs, that her lofs has kill'd me ! 

^rp. While thou art fpeaking, life begins to fail. 
And ev'ry tender accent chills like death. 
Oh ! let me harte then, yet, ere day declines. 
And the long night prevail, on:e more to tell thee 
What, and how dear, Monefes has been to me. 
What has he not been ? — All the names of love. 
Brothers, or fathers, hulbands, all are poor ; 
Monefes is myfelf ; in my fond heart, 
E'en in my vital blood, he lives and reigns ; 
The laft clear objedt of my parting foul 
Will be Monefes ; the laft breath that lingers 
Within my panting brcaft, lliall figh, Monefes. 

C 4 MoK^ 
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Mm^ It it'eoougb! Now to thy reQ« my fini!. 
The world and thou have made an end at ooce. 

Arf. ¥zifi wou*d I ftill detain thee, hold thee ftill » 
Nor nonour can forbid, that we together 
Should (hare the poor few minutes that remain : 
I fwear, niethinks this fad fociety 
Has fomewhat pleafing in it. — Lieath's dark (hades 
Seem, as we journey on, to lofe their horror ; 
At near approach the mongers, formed by fear. 
Are vanim d all, and leave the ^ro(pe£t clear : 
Am id ft the gloomy vale, a plealing fcene, ^ 

With flow'rs adorn'd, and never-rading green9 > 

Inviting flands, to take the wretched in : J 

>Jo wars, no wrongs, no tyrants^ no deipair^ "j 

Diflurb the quiet or a place fo fan*, ' > 

But injurM lovers find Elyfium there. [Exeunt. J 
/i«/<?r Baiazet, Omar, Haly, iur^/ /i&# Dervife. 

Baj, Now, by the glorious tomb that Ihrines our Pro- 
By Mecca's facrcd temple, here I fwear, ' iP^^U 

Our daughter is thy bride ! and to that gift 
Such wealth, fuch pow'r, fuch honours will I add, 
That monarchs fliall witlvf livy view thy date, 
And own thou art a. denii-gocf to' them. 
Thou haft given me what 1 wifli'd, pow'r of revenge^ 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ample retiibution. 

Om. Twelve Tartar lords, each potent in his tribe. 
Have fvvorn to own my cauie, and draw their thou£andS| 
*J o-monow, fr^iMiih' ungrateful Parthian^s ddfu 
^'lie day declining leems to }ield to night, 
Ere little more than half her co«rfe be ended, 
in an aufpicious hour prepare for flight ; 
The leaders of the troops thro* which we pafs, 
Rais'd by my pow'r, devoted to my fervice, 
i)hall make our pafTage fecrtt and iecure. 

Der. Already, n jghty Sultan, art thou fife, 
Since, by yon palling torclics' light 1 guefs, 
To his pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 
All who remain within thefe tents are thine. 

And hail thee as their lord 

Ha ! the Italian prince, 

Wivh fid MoEcfcs, aic not yet gore fofth. 

J?4N 
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iaj. H& i with our queen and daughter 1 
Om, They are ours : 
1 mark'd the flaves who waited on Axalla ; 
They, when the emperor p^ft out, preft on, ' . 

And mingled with tne crowd, nor mifsM their lord : 
He is your prisoner, fir : I go this moment, 
To feize, and bring him to receive kis doom. 

[F^//Oxnar« 
Baj. Hade, Haly, follow, and fecurc the Greek : 
Him too I wifli to keep within my power. \^Bx'u Haly* 

Der, If my dread lord permit his Have to ife ik| 
I would adviie to fpare Axalla's life, 
*Till we are fafe beyond the Parthian's power ( 
Him, as our pledge of fafety, may we hold ; 
And, could you gain him to affift your flight. 
It might import you much. , 

Baj. Thou counfeiril: well ; 
And tho' 1 hate him (for he is a Chriflianj 
And to my mortal enemy devoted), 
Yet, to fecure my liberty and vengeance, 
I wifji he now were ours. 

Ber, And fee ! they come ! 

Fortune repents ; again fhe courts your fide, 
And, with this firfl fair offering of fucccfs. 
She wooes you to forget her crime of yefterday. 
Enter Omar with AxaWz frijbner, Selima filUwIt^ 
nvectingt 
Ax. I wo' not call thee villain j 'tis a name 
Too holy for thy crime. To break thy faith, 
. And turn a rebel to fo good a mafter, 
1$ an ingratitude unmatched on earth. 
The firft revolting angel^s pride could only 
Do more than thou haft done. Thou copieft welf. 
And kecp'ft the black original in view. 

Om, Do ra^e,^ and vainly call upon thy mafter 
To fave his minion. My revenge has caught thee. 
And I will make thee curfe that fond prefumption 
That fet thee on to rival me in aught. 

Baj, Chriftian, I hold thy fate at my difpofal! 
One only way remains to mercy open ; 
Be partner of my flight, and tny revenge, 
And thou art fafe. The other choice is de^ht 
Om* What meaiiis the Sultan ? 

C S Dir. 
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Kor wouia rnc r^u'tan now defer his fate. 

But for opr common lafery.— Liften further. {Whi/^$^ 

Ax* Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make; 
Since, next 'o Heav'n, my mailer and my friend 
Has iiUcreft in my life, and iliU flrall claim k^ 

Baj^ Then take tbj with— Call in our mutes! 

&/ My father. 
If yet jou have not fworn to caft me off, 
And rum me out, to wander in misfortune; 
If yet my voice be gracious in your ears ; 
If yet n y duty and my love ofiend'not ; 
Oh, call your ientcnce back, and fave Axalla* 

Baj, Rife, Selima !" The ilave deierves to die. 
Who durit, with lullen pride, refule my mercy s 
Yet, for thy lake, once more 1 offer lite. 

SiL Some angel whilper to my anxious foul. 
What fliall I do to fave him ' Uh, Axallal 

* Is it fo ealy to thee, tt) foil'ake me ? 

* Canft thou rcfolve, with ail this cold indifference, 

* Never to lee me nwre ? 'i o leave n.e here 

* The m^iercible mouri:jer c f thy fate, 

* Condeiiui'd to vvafle my v\idow*d virgin youth, 

* My tedious days, and nights, in lon^.Iy weeping, 

* And n^xer kno!\ the voice of Con^ifort more? 

^ Ax* Search not too deep the forrov.-s of my breaft : 

* Thou iay*ft, 1 am inditferent and cold : 

* Oh I is u pol'fible mv ej'cs ihoiild tell 

* So little or the fighting l^orin within? 

* Oh, turn ihcc from me; lave me from thy beauties; 

* Falfliood and ruin all look luvely there. 

* Oh!- .let n.> lab'ring foul yet flruggle thro* 

* I wfll — I would relolve to die, and leave thee. 

* Bjj* Then let him die ! — He trifles with aiy favour. 

* I have tcu long attended his relolves% 

* SiL V\\ 1 Hay a minute, }eta minute longer ; [7oBaj» 

* A mi^nute is a little Ipacc in life. 

* There '% a kind coi.ilnting in his eyes, 

* And 1 Kjall win him to your royal will.*" 

Oh, my /xdla ! teem but to conient — 'To Axalla afick^ 
Vnkind and cruel, will \ou the.i df nothing ^ 
1 £nd 1 am not worth tiiy l«all of cures. 
•^^0 dx. 
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Ax. Oh ! labour not to hang di(hoaour on me! 
I could bear fickncfs, pain, and poverty, 
Thofe mortal evils, worfe than death, for thcc» 
But this — It has the force of Fate againft us, 
And cannot be. 

^^/. See, fee Sir ! he relents ; [To Bajazet% 

^ Already he inclines to own your cauie. 
A little longer, and he is all yours. 

Baj, Then mark, how far a father'? fondneft yields. 
*Till midnight I defer the death he merits, 
And give him up, 'till then, to thy periualion. 
If by that time he meets my will, he lives ; 
If not, thyfelf (hall own he dies with juflicc. 

Ax\ 'Tis but to lengthen life upon the rack# 
I am refolv'd already. 

SiL Oh I be dill, 
Nor raQily urge a ruin on us both ; 
*Tis but a moment more I have to fave thee. 
Be kind, aulpicious Alha, tomypray'r; 
More for my love, thin for myfcfr, I fear ; 
Negled mankind a while, and make him all thy care ! 

\.Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 

Ba], Monefes is that dog fecur'd ? 

O/w. He is. 

Baj. 'Tis well — My foul perceives returning greatncfi^ 
As nature feels the ipring. Lightly (he bounds. 
And Qiakcs dilhonour, like a burthen, from her. 
Once more iinpeiiaL awefiil, and herielf. 
So, when of old jovefrom the Titans fled, •% 

Aiiuuoii s rude trout his radiant face bely'd, L 

And all the majefty of Heav'n lay hid. J 

At lentil, by fate, 10 pow'r divine reftor'd, "^ 

liis thunder taught the world to know its lord, > 

The God grew terrible again, and was again ador'd. J 

\ExmnU 
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Arp. QURE *ti« a horror more than darkncfi brings^ 

O That fits upon the night ! Fate is abroad \ 
Some ruling fiend hangs in the duiky air, 
And fcatters ruin, death^ . and wild diflradioti, 
O'er all the wret^ed race of man belovr. 
Not long ago, a troop of ghaflly flaves 
Rufli'd in, and forc\i Monefes frona my fight; 
Death hung fo heavy on his drooping fpirits, 
That fcarccly could he fay — Farewd— tor ever ! 
And yet^ roethinks, fome gentle foirit whifpers. 
Thy peace draws near, Arpafia, ugh no more { 
And lee, the king of terrors is at hand ; 
His mini tier appears. 

^»//r Bajazet i9/ry Haly. 
Bai, \Ap€t&^?\y!\ Ihej-eftlleave 
To thyvdiipatch. For, Oh ! my faithful- Haly, 
Another care has taken up thy mafier. 
Spite of the high-wrought temped in my foul. 
Spite of the pangs which jealoufy has coft me,' 
This haughty woman reigns within my breafl : 

* In vain 1 flrive to put her from my thoughts, 

* To drive her out, with empire and revenge* 

* Still flic comes back, like a retiring tide, 

* That ebbs a while, but drait returns again, 
« And fwells above the beach.* 

Ha. Why wears my lord 
An anxious thought for what his powV commands ? 
When, in an happy hour, you fhall, ere long, 
Have borne the emprefs from amidft your foes. 
She mufl be yours, be only and all yours. . 

Baj, On that depends my fear. Yes, I mufl have her; 
I 0W41, I will not, cannot go without her. 
« But fuch is the condition of our flight, 

* That, Hiould (he not confent, 'twould hazard all 

* To bear her hence by force. Thus I reiolve then, 

« By threats and pray'rs, by every way, to move her; 

* If all prevail not, force is kk at lail; 

* And I will fet life, empire, on the venture, 

* To keep her miuc'— Be near to wait my will. 

{Exit Half. 
When 
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When laft we parted, ^twas on angry terms ; 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous rage is but a haify flame, 
That biazes out, when love too fiercely burns. 

Arp For thee to wrong me, and for me to fuffinr^ 
Is the hard leflbn that my ipul has learnt, 
And now I (land prepar'd for all to come : , 

Nor is it worth my leiiure to diflinguifh 
If love or jealoufy commit the violence: 
Each have alike been fiital to my peace, 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

Baj, Still to deform thy gentle brow with frownf. 
And ftill to be perverfe, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the foftnefs of thy fex : 
Women, like furamer ftorms, a while are cloudy, 
Burft out in thunder, and impetuous (liow'rs j 
But ftrait the fun of beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair horizon is ferene. 

Arp, Then, ro retrieve the honour of my fex, . 
Here I difclaim that changing and inconftancy : ^ 

To thee' I will be ever as T am. 

Baj. ^hou fay'ft I am a tyrant ; think fo ftill. 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now* 
Souls form'd like mine brook being fcorn'd but ill* 
Be weM ad vis 'd, and profit by my patience; 
It is a Ihort-liv'd virtue. 

Arp. Turn thy eyes 
Back on the flory of my woes, Barbarian ! 
I'hou that had violated all refpeds 
Due to my fex and honour of my birth ! 
Thou brutal ravifher, * that haft undone me, 
* RuinM my love !' Can \ have peace with thee? 
ImpoflTiblel Firft heav'n and hell fhall join ; 
They only differ more. 

Bnj, I fee, 'tis vain 
To court, thy flubborn temper with endearments. 
Refolve,' this moment, to return my love, 
And be the willing partner of my flight. 
Or, by the Prophet's holy law, thou dieft. 

Arp, And dolt thou hope to fright me with thephantooi! 
Death? 'Tis the greateft mercy thou canft give; 
So frequent are the murders of thy reign, 



low, 1 aiiaam lo aid my treach^.^^. jpurp^^Je^ 
And, Ihould'll thou dare to force me, with nay cries 
I will call Heav'n and Earth to my affiftance,. 

B(^. Confufion I dofl thou brave me ? But my wrath 
Shall find a pafTage to thy Iwelling heart. 
And rack thee worfe than all the pains of death. 
1 hat Grecian dog, the miniou of thy willies. 
Shall be dragg'd tbrth, and butchered in thy fight ; 
Thou fhalt behold him when his pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he flares and gaips, and flruggles ilrongly, 

* E*en in the bittereft agony of d\ ing,' 

Till thou flialt rend thy hair, tear out thy eyes. 
And curfc thy pride, while I applaud my vengeancc.^ 

Arp. Oh, fatal image' all my po%v'rs give way. 
And relbhition tickens at the thoaght ; 

* A flood of palfion rife« in my breafl, 

* And labours fiercely upward to my eyes.* 
Come, all ye great examples of my lex, 
Challe virgms, tender wives, and pious matrons ; 

* Ye holy martyrs, wh , wiih wond'iousiaith 

* And CO flancy unfliaken, have fuftain'd 

* The rage of cruel n.tn, and liery periecution ;* 
Come to my aid. and teach me to defy 

The malice of this fiend 1 tetl, I feel 
Your iacred fpirit arm n;e to reiiOance. 
Yes, tyrant, I will ftand this fliock of fate; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a n omeiit, 
Ihen die well pleas'd, and foliovv my .'vlonefes. 

Baj. Thou talk'fl it well. i;u: talking is thy privilege ; 
•Tis all the bonlied courage ot thy lex ; 
*rho\ for thy ioul, thou dar ll nor neet the danger. 

Jrp ^^ ail my hopes of happineis i dare! ■ ■ 

* My foui is come within her ken ot tieav^n ; 

* Charn.'d wi h the jo\ s and beauties o! that place, 

* Her ihoughts and a I her cares fhe fixes there, 

* And 'iii ni vain for rhee to rai;e below, 

* 1 hus flais Hue bright, and Weep their place abovCy 

* Tho' nittlrg wiikIs ( eforni this lower woiid.' 
Buj, \ ins mon ent is the trial. 

J>f^ 1 et it con.e ! 
This iiiuniLnt ih<,n iliail fliew I am a Greek, 

And 
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And fpeak my country's courage in ifty fuft-ring. ^ ■; 

Jiaj. Here, Mercy, I difcbim thee I Mark me^ trai* 
My love prepares a vi61im to thy pride, ' [trefft ! 
And when ir i^reets thee next, 'twill be in Wood, 

[£xBaj, 

Jrp, My heart beats higher, and n>y nimble fpirxts 
Ride iwiftly thro' their pui^le'channers round. 

* 'Tis the laft blaze of^ life. Nature revives, 

* Like a dim winking lamp, that flafhes brightl}^ 

* With parting light, and ftraight is dark for ever.* 
And lee, my lall: of lorrows is at hand ; 

'Death and iVJoneies come together to me ; 
As if my ftars, tliat had fo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at lail, and gave me all I wifli. 

Enter Moneles, guarded by fome mutes \ others ai* 
tending luiib a cup of polfan^ and a hovj-Jiring* 
Mon. I charge ye, O ye minifters of fate ! 
Be fwift to execure your mailer's will ; 
Bear me to my Arpaiia ; let me tell her. 
The tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her feet. * A joy (hoots thro* 

* My drooping breall ; as often when the trumpet 

* Has caii'd my youthfal ardour forth to battle, 

* High in my ho]>es, and ravilli d with the found^ 

* 1 have nifli'd eager on amidll: the f )remoll, 

* To purchaie victory, or glorious death.' 
Arp, If it be happinefs, alas ! to die. 

To lie forgotten in the iilent grave, 

To love and glory loir, and from among 

The great Creator's works expung'd and blotted ; 

Then, veiy (hortly, ihall we both be happy: 

Mon, 1 here is no joom for doubt ; 'tis certain blifs* 
The tyrant's cruel violence, thy lofs, 
Already ieem more light ; nor has my ioul 
One unrepentcd guilt upon remembrance,. 
To make me dread the juftice of hereatcerr 
Bur, ftaiiding now on the lail: verge of life. 
Boldly I view the vaft abyfs eternity. 
Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

Arp. Ky all the truth of our paft loves. 1 vow. 
To die appears a very nothing to me. '^ 

* Hut. Oh, Monefes I fhoiild I not allow 

* Soo^what to |ovC|. and ta my faCs tenderilefs }* 

. - ' - This 
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Der. I conjtirc yoiK h<v'4i " ^ 
Your rival it ilcvoicd tf* ikr^'ii^hrio: [AJI^ H Qoiar. 
Nor woijld the *^!i tan n« *t cIrJrr bb file* 
But lor inir coidihoh Lifi-rj ,— IMhn fiirti>«r. *Wf*^u 

//jr. Then l)iicfly rhni. IVath it flir riifiice \ nakcf 
Since, next 'o HcivV, m% niArct niinJ tj»v tr«^ 
Hat intcrcd in my iif., aimI I^iH flitll rl«]i'*u it< 

y^*;. Then t.kc ibj mlb^Oil mi ^mr cuutci! 

M My father, 
Jf>ct you have not fworn to «*aft me ofT, 
Afid rum nic rmt to uandcr in misfortune; 
Jf )Ct my \oicc \yc gracious in your cars ; 
It yet r ) chity and my love oflcnd'not ; 
Oh, c.tll youi lentcncc buk, dnd fave Axalla* 

Ba), Rife, bclimM l" 1 he ll ivc (lciervc« to die. 
Who dunl, with lullcn pruU-, rcfulc my mercy s 
Yet, for tliy Itkc, once more ' of^cr hte. 

Htl. Some angel uliilj)ei to u\y muxious foul. 
What fludl I do lo favc him. * Oh, Axalla! 

• It it \o ca!y fo thee, W) t*.Mt;ikc n)C ? 

• Canft thn\i rcli)l\e, uitlj ni' this cold indifference, 

• Never to kc mc nM)re f i o ica^e n.c here 

• The m'lcrJile mniiiiKr (f thy f.ite, 

• CondcJi)hM fo wnllc my uidowM viri;in youth, 

• My tedious days and ni^'hfs, in lonJy seeping, 

• Ami ne\er kno^ the voice of Coiiit'ort more? 

* y/.i. Scaich not too deep the fnrrov/s of my breafl : 

• Tliou in)*ft, I nm inditrea-nt atui cold: 

• Oh : in It folfihic mv eyt-, (lio.ild tell 

• So hftk oi the fightint( lh>nn within? 

• Oh, tuMi ihcc from mr ; lave mc from thy beauties f 

• FalQioinl ai.d niio all lov>k InYciy there. 

• Oh! let 11.) h'lb'rin^j foni yet flriiggle thro* ■ ■ 

• 1 will — 1 \No lid reiolve to die, an<l leave thee. 

* B ij* i hen Icr him die ' — He triilcs with «iy favour* 

• I have t< o long attended his relolvc8% 

* ,!></. ( h ! Hay a minute, }eta minute longer ; [T'^Baj* 

• A minntc is a link- fpnec in life. 

' There :s \ kiitd toi.^ lU'n*^ in his eyes, 

• Aiid t ii all win him ii> your royal will.*" 

Oh, niy xilla! kem hut to content — ' 7% Axalla ^/^r 
I nkiii<! and cruel, will \r)u the., dr. nothing? 
1 tiud 1 aiii not woi th tlw italt of cares. 
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* Baj. Help, Haly, raifc her up, and bear her out. 

* Ha. Alas I flie faints. 

* Arp. No, tyrant, *ti8 in vain. 

• Oh ! I am now beyond thy cruel pow^* ; 

• The peaceful flumbcr of the grave i« on me : 

• E'en all the tedious day of life IVe wandcr*d, 

• Bewiider'd with misfortunes : 

• At length 'tis night, and I have reach'd my home. 

• For tget ting all the toils and troubles paft, 

• Weary 1*11 lay me down and fleep, tiU Ohi* 

Baj, Fly, ye flaves, 
And fetch nie cordials. No, flie fliall not die! 
Spite of her '\ilien pride, I'll hold-in life, 
And force her to be blefl againft her will. 

Ha, Already 'tis beyond the power of art| 
For fee, a deadly cold has froze the blood, 
The pliant limbs grow ftifF, and lofe their ufct 
And all the animating fire is quenchM : 
E'en beauty too is dead ; an aftiy pale 
Grows o'er the rofes ; the red lips have loi^ ' 

Their fragrant hue, for want of that fweet breath ^ 
That blelt 'em with its odours as it paft. . ( 

Baj. Can it be poffible ? Can rage and.gfief, * * 
Can love and indignation be fo fierce, 
So mortal in a woman's heart ? Confufion ! 
Is (he eicap'd then ? What is royalty* ^ 
If thofe that are my flaves, and ihoufd liveTor'ine^ 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power f • 

Enter ^ Dervife* - . . 

Der. The valiant Omar fends to tell thy gr^atoeft ' 
The hour of flight is come, and urges halle; 
Since he defcries, near Tamerlanes paviltt)n, 
Bright tf oops of crowding torches, who from thenCe, 
On either hand, ftretch far into the night. 
And Icem to form a (liining front of battle. 
Behold, e'en from this place thou may'^ difcern thenu 

Baj. By Alha, yes ! they caft a day around 'em. 
And the plain feems thick let with ilars, as heav'q. 
Ha ! or ray eyes are falfe, they move this way ; 
•Til ccitaiu lb. Fly, Haly, to our daughter. 
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ACTV. SC mt, 

jltf. QURE •fis t hormrn ;, ilAfkrHi brtrtfi, 

O That fits upc?ri tlit ! se i« abroad I 

Some niling fietid ban};» m ibi: duiky ar, 
Aod fcattcri ruin deat'i^ and w ifd <lHlni^li#fi| 
OVr all the wretched r^ne ol nmii below. 
Not lon^ a^o, a rroop ut ^hillljp 0;ivcf 
Rufli'd 10, and forc'd Alonrt-i from niy flj^ht ; 
Death hung fo heavy on hU druoping (mtitt^ 
That fcarcely could he fi)— I srnvcJ^or ever! 
And yet, mcthiokfy km^i: gcntk fmrlt whifprrs^ 
Thy peace draws near, Ar|>iMi, %h nemorel 
And lee^ the king of uuoit ri at Eiodf 
Hii mini tier appears. 

K^ttr Rajnzet tf«/Haly« 
^^•. [y4/iJffifHik\y.] IheTeftlleave 
To thy dilpatch. For, Oh! my faithful- Haljr, 
Another care has taken up thy mafter. 
Spite of the high-wrought temped in my fbuU 
6i)ite of the pangs which jealouiV has coft roe,' 
This h.^iight> woman reigns witnio my bread x 

* In vain 1 Urivc to put her from my thoughtSt 

* To drive her out, with empire and revenge. 

* Still ihe comes back, like a retiring tide, 

* That ebbs a while, but draic returni again, 

* And fwells above the beach/ 
Ha, Why wears njy lord 

An anxious thought for what his powV oomroanib f 
When, in an happy hour, you (hall, ere long, 
Wave borne the cniprefs from amidft your foes, 

fi nuift be yours, be only and all yours, . 

Jiaj. On that depends my fear. Yes, I mufthafC hcTJ 
I ou'4i, I will not, cannot go without her. 

* But fuch is the condition of our flight, 

* That, flionid flic not confent, 'twould hazard all 

* To benr her hence by force. Thus I'relolvc then, 

« By threats and prayVs, hy eveiy way, to move her| 

* If all pievail nor, force is left at laft; 

* ad I will fct life, empire, on the venture, 

> keep her miue'— Be near to wait my will. 

I EmU Haly- 

> Wbca 
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When laft we parted, 'twas on angry terms ; 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous rage is but a harty flame, 
That blazes out, when love too fiercely burns. 

j^rf For thee to wrong me, and for me to fufiefy 
Is the hard leflbn that my fcul has learnt. 
And now I (land prepar'd for all to come : , 

Nor is it worth my ]eii\ire to diftinguilh 
If love or jealoufy conr.mit the violence: 
Each have alike been fatal to my peace. 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

Baj. Still to deform thy gentle brow with frownf^ 
And ftill to be perverfe, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the foftnefs of thy fex : 
Women, like furamer ftorms, a while are cloudy, 
Burft out in thunder, and impetuous fliow'rs ; 
But ftrait the fun of beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair horizon is ferene. 

j^rp. Then, :o retrieve the honour of my fcx, . 
Here I difclaim that changing and inconflancy : ^ 

To thee I will be ever as i am. 

£iy, ^hou fay'ft 1 am a tyrant ; think fo flill. 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now. 
Souls form'd like mine brook being fcorn'd but ill» 
Be weM advis'd, and profit by my patience; 
It is a ihort-liv'd virtue. 

j^rf. Turn thy eyes 
Back on the Itory of my woes. Barbarian ! 
Thou that haft violated all refpe6ls 
Due to my fex and honour of my birth ! 
Thon brutal raviiher, * that haft undone me, 
* Ruin'd my love !' Can Jl have peace with thee? 
Impofliblel Firft heav'n and hell fhall join ; 
They only differ more. 

Baj, 1 fee, 'tis vain 
To court thy ftubborn temper with endearments, 
Refolve/ this moment, to return my love, 
And be the willing partner of my flight. 
Or, by the Prophet's holy law, thou dieft. 

j4rp. And dolt thou hope to fright me with thephantoco: 
Death ? *Tis the greaterf mercy thou canil give ; 
So frequent are the murdert oJt thy reign, 
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ACTV. SCENE Bftjtfet*t im; 

A*f. QUR R Vit a horror more than darknefi bringpi 

O That fits upon the night ! Fate it abrMd ; 
Some niling fiend hangf in the duiky air« 
And fcattcri ruin d^th, and wild diftradion, 
OVr all the wretched race of n»D below. 
Not lon^ af;o, a rroop of ghaftl]^ flavet 
Rnfli'd in, and forc'il Moneiet trom m)r fight; 
Death hung fo heavy on hif drooping miritt. 
Thai fcarcely could he fay — Farewet--tor ever ! 
And yet, methinkf , fonie gentle fpirit whifperf. 
Thy peace drawf near, Arpafia* ugh no morel 
And Ice, che king of terrort it at Eaod| 
His mini tier appenrt. 

Entir Rajazet tf«/Haly« 
Bai. [^JiJf t9 Haiy.] 1 he reft I leave 
To thy dilpatch. For, Oh I my faithful Haljr, 
Another care hai taken up thy mailer. 
Spite of the high-wrought temped in my ibul» 
Spite of the pangs whicli jealou|y has cod me. 
This h.u]ght> uoiuon reigns witnin my bread t 

• In vain i ilrivc to put her from my thoughts, 

• To drive her out, with empire and revenge. 

• Still ihe comes hack, like a retiring tide, 

• That ebbs a while, but drait returns again, 

• And fwclls al)ovc the beach/ 
Ha* Why wears njy lord 

An anxious thought for what hit powV commands ? 
When, in an happy hour, you Ihall, ere long, 
Have borne the cniprcfii from aniidft your foct, 
She mud be your?, be only and all yours. , 

Baj, On that depends my fear. Yes, I mudhafe herj 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her. 
« But fuch is the condition of our dight, 

• That, diould (he not confcnt, 'twould hazard all 

• To bc::r her hence by force*. Thus I reiolvc then, 

• By thicats arxl prav'n;, by evciy way, to move her| 
« If all pievail nor, foicc is kt't at laic; 

• And I will let liic, cmpiic, on the venture, 

• To Veep her miuc'— Jjc near to wait my will. 

IEmU Haly. 

WhCA 
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And fpeak my country's courage in ifty fuft-ring. ^ ^ 

J^aj. Here, Mercy, I difcluim thee I Mark me^ trai* 

Aly love prepares a vi<Slim to thy pride, ' [trefft ! 

And when it ^r^ets thee next, 'twill be in blood. 

[fxBaj, 
^rp. My heart beats higher, and n>y nimble Ipirxtd 

Ride lv\ iftly thro' their purple 'channers round. 

* *Tis the laft blaze of^life. Nature revives, 

* Like a dim winking lamp, that flafhes bright!}^ 

* With parting light, and ftraight is dark for ever.* 
And lee, my lall of lorrows is at hand ; 

"Death and .vJoneles come together to me ; 
As if my liars, that had fo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at lall, and gave me all I wifli. 

E/^ttir iVi one les, guar did by fame mutes i others ai* 
tending ruQitb a cup of poi/hn^ and a hovo-Jlring* 
Mofu I charge ye, O ye minillers of fate ! 
Be fwift to exccLice your mailer's will ; 
Bear me to my Arpalia ; let me tell her. 
The tyrant is grown kind. He bids me gOy 
And die beneath her feet. * A joy (hoots thro* 

* My dnjoping breail ; as often when the trumpet 

* Has cait'd my youthful ardour forth to battle, 

* High in my ho]->es, and ravilh d with the found^ 

* 1 have rulh'd eager on amidil the f )remoll, 

* To purchaie vidory, or glorious death.' 
Jrp, If it be happinefs, alas! to die. 

To lie forgotten in the iilent grave, 

To love and glory loir, and from among 

1 he great Creator's works expungVl and blotted ; 

Then, \ery (liortly. ihall we both be happy: 

Mou, 1 here is no room for doubt ; 'tis certain blifs* 
The tyrant's cruel violence, thy lofs, 
Already leem more ligtit ; nor has my foul 
One unrcpenred guilt upon refnembrance,. 
To make me dread the judicf ot hereatcer: 
But, (landing now on the lall ve.gc of life. 
Boldly I view the vail abyls eternity, 
hager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

y^rp. Ky all the truth of our pail loves. 1 vow. 
To die appears a very nothing to me. 

* juir Oh, M* ncles I flioiild I not allow 

* Somewhat to iovc^ and to my fe^'s tenderilefs ^' 
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iniratip inri m me ai ine oreadnii cnougut^ 
Nor can my cunftaocy fuitain thii bio^* 

Mil. btnce thou art arm'd for all things after death| 
Vfhy (hbuld the pomp and preparation ot it 
Be frigl^tful to thy eyes ? Inhere** not a jpain. 
Which ageor (ickneis brings, the leaA dilorder 
That vexes any part of this fine frame, 
But's full as grievous. All that the mind feels 
Is much, much more.— And fee» I go to prove it. 

JUniir a muiei hi figm to tht rtfi^ ^ntho froffar a 
ieW'^rin^ U Monefes* 

Aif* Think, ere we part ! •• 

iUfu Of what ? 

Arf, Of fomething foft, 
Tenaer and kind, of fomething wond'rous fad* 
Ob, my full foul ! 

idon. My tongue is at a lofs ; 
Thoughts crowd !• fail, thy name is all I've left, 
Mykindeily truefl^^dearefl, beilArpaiia! 

[The muttM-Jiruggk mtb Hum* 

Arp, I have a thoufand thouiand things to utter, 
A thoufand more to hear yet. Barbarous villains ! 
Give me a minute. Speak to me, Monefes ! 

'Mon, Speak to thee ? 'Tis the bufinefs of my life, 
*Tis all the ufe I have for vital air. 
Stand off, ye Haves I To tell thee that my heart 
Is fiiU of thee ; that even, at this dread moment. 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee ; 
Angels, and light itfelf, are not fo fair- 

Enter Bajazet, Haly, and atttndamts. 

Baj, Ha! wherefore lives thb dog? Be quick, ye 
And rid me of the pain. [fla^-es I 

Alon. For only death. 
And the lail night can lliut out my Arpafia. 

\Tbe mutetftrangU Monefes* 

Jrp, Oh, difmal! 'tis not to be borne! Ye moraUfisl 
Ye talkers ! what are all your precepts now ? 
Patience I Dillra^tion! Blaft the tyrant, blaft him. 
Avenging lightnings ! Snatch him hence, ye fiends'! 
lA)ve ! Death I Monefes ! * Nature can no more ; 
* Ruin is on her^ and ihe ilfiks at once. {StujUts d^mm 
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* Baj. Help, Haly, raife her up, and bear her out. 

* Ha, Alas ! flie faints, 

* j4rf>. No, tyrant, *tis in vain. 

♦ Oh I I am now beyond thy cruel pow*r ; 

• The peaceful llumber of the grave is on me : 

* E'en all the tedious day of hre IVc wander'd, 

* Bewildered with misfortunes : 

* At length 'tis night, and I have reach'd my home. 

• Fortgetting all the toils and troubles pad, 

• Weary 1*11 lay me down and lleep, till— —Oh I* 

Baj, Fly, yc flaves, 
And fetch me cordials. No, flie fliall not die ! 
Spite of her 'iilien pride, Til hold-in life, 
And force her to be blefl againil licr will. 

Ha, Already 'tis beyond the power of art| 
For fee, a deadly cold has froze the blood. 
The pliant limbs grow ft iff, and lole their ufc. 
And all the animating fire is quench'd : 
E'en beauty too is dead ; an afliy pale 
Grows o'er the rofes ; the red lips have lol!^ 
Their fragrant hue, for want of that fwect breath 
That blcll 'em with its odaurs as it paft. 

B^J. Can it be pofliWe ? Can rage and grief, ' 

Can love and indignation be fo fierce. 
So mortal in a woman's heart ? Confufion ! 
Is (he elcap'd then ? What is royalty, ^ 

If thofe that are my flaves, and Ihould live tor me, 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power? 
Enter ^e Dervife. 

Der, The valiant Omar fends to tell thy grcatneft 
The hour of flight is come, and urges halle ; 
Since he defcries, near Tamerlane's pavilion, 
Bright tfoops of crowding torches, who from thence, 
On either hand, flretch far into the night, 
And leem to form a fliining front of battle. 
Behold, e'en from this place thou may'fl difcern them. 

{^Looking okU 

Baj. By Alha, yes ! they caft a day around 'em. 
And the plain feems thick fet with liars, as heav'q. 
Ha ! or my eyes are falfe, they move this way ; 
•I'll ccrtaic fo. Fly, Haly, to our daughter. 
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We will begone u mouic* 

Enttr Omar, 

Om. Loft I undone ! ~ . 

Baj. What oncan'U thou ? ' 

Om. Ali our hopes of flight are loft. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horfe^ 
Endofe us round, they hold us in a toil. 

£aj% Ha ! whence this unexpedefl curfe of chance? 

Om. Too lare 1 learnt, that tarly in the night 
A flave was lufFerM, bv the |>rincefs' order, 
To pals the guard. 1 clove the villain down 
Who yielded to his flight ; but that's poor vengeance. 
That fugitive has mis d the canip upon us. 
And unp rceiv*d, by favour of the night, 
In fllence they have marched to intercept us. 

£aj. Aiy daughter! Oh, the traitrelsi 

DiT* Yet, we have 
Axalla in our power ; and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his fevVite's life dn any terras. 

Om. With thofe few friends 1 have, I for a while 
Can fisice their force : if they refufe us peace. 
Revenge ftiall Iwecten ruin, * and 'twill joy me, 
* To drag my foe down with me in my tail.' [jExU Om. 
J^ittir Haly, w///6 Selima nxee^'ng, 

Baj. See where flie comes with well-tiiflenibled inno- 
With truth and faith fo lovely m her face, [cence ; 

As if fhc durft c*eh difavow the faifehood. 
Hop'ft thou to make amends with trifling tears. 
For my loft crown, and dilappointed vengeance ? 
Ungratefiil Selima ! thy father's curfe \ 
Bring forth the minion of her foolifli heart ; 
He dies this moment, — 

Ha, Would 1 could not fpeak 
The crime of fatal love ! The flave who fled. 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. 

Baj\ Ha ! fay'ft thou ? 

Ba, Hid beneath that vile appearance. 
The princefs found a means for his cicape. 

Sel. I am undone ! e*en nature has difclaimM me ! 
My father ! have 1 loft you all ? My father I 

Baj, Talk'ft thou of nature, who halt bioke her banfis! 
Thou art my bane, thou witch, thoii infant parricide !' 

But 
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But I will ftudy to be ftrangely cruel ; 
I will forget the folly of my fondnefs ; 
Drive ail the father from my brcaft ; now fnatch thee, 
Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood, 
And make thee anfwer all my great revenge ! 
Now, now, thou traitrefs ! {Offers to kill her ^ 

Stl, Plunge the poignard deep ! [^She embraces him* 

The life my father gave fhall hear his fummons, 
And iflue at the wound * Start not to feel 

* My heart's warm blood gulh out upon \our hands ;* ' 
Since from your fpring ( drew the purple flreani, 

And I muil pay it back if you demand it- [weaknefs ! 

Baj. Hence, from my thoughts, thou foft relenting 
Hail thou not giv'n me up a prey ? betray'd me? 

Sel, Oh, not for worlds ! not e'en for all the joys. 
Love, or the Prophet's paradile, can give ! 

* Amidil the fears and lorrows of my foul,* 
Amidfl the thouiand pain# of anxious tendernefs, 
I made the gentle, kind Axalla fwear. 

Your life, your crown, and honor fliould be fafct 

Baj, Away 1 my loul difdains the vile dependence! 
No, let me rather die, die like a king ! 
Shall 1 fall down at the proud Tartar's foot, * 

And fay, Have mercy on me ? Hark ! they come ! [Shout. 
Difgrace will overtake my Hng'ring hand ; 
Die then I Thy father's (liame, and thine, die with thee, 

[Offers to kill Jberi 

S(i For Heav'n, for pity's fake I 

Baji No more, tliou irifler I 

[She catches hold of hit arm% 
Ha I dar ft thou bar my will ? Tear off her hold 1 

SI What, not for life! Should I not plead for lifci 

* When nature teaches e en the brute creation 

* To hold tail th:u, her be ft, her nobleft gift ?' 
Look on my eyes, which you fo oft have kifs'd. 

And Iwore they were your beft-lov'd queen's, my mo« 
Behold 'em now, Itreaniing for mercy, mercy! [ther'si 
Look on me, and deny me, if you can ! 

* * ris but tor life 1 beg. Is that a boon 

* So hard for me t' obtain, or you to grant ?' 
Oh, Ipare mc ! fjnre your Seiiina, my father! 

Buj, A lazy floth hangs on my-re(olution : 
. It is my Selima !— Ha 1 What, my child ! 

Aad 



Jt T A M B E It * K ii. 

Am can 1 miirdo: her?— DreadfU imagilotioii! 
Again they come 1 1 leave lier to my foes ! ^ [ jfaiafi 

And fiiall they triumph o'er the race of Bajazet ! 
Die, Sehma ! Js that a Other's voice ? 
Rouie, rouie, my lur>* ! Yes^ ibe dies the vkrlim 
To my loik hopes. Out, our, thou foolifh nature! 
Jnftiy (he fliares the ruin (he has made. 
Seize her, je * Oaves! and flraogl^ her this moment f 

I* To tbf wuacs. 
StL Oh, let me die by you! Behold mv breafl 1 
I wo*not (hrinkl Oh, (ave me but from tnefe ! 

Dilpafch. [The muits fthu brr* 



Stl Eut for a moment, while I prav 

That Heav'n may guaid my royal father. 
Bmj. Dogs ! 

S§L Thdt you may only bleis rae» ere I die, {^iMt. 
Bi^. Y/e tedious villains, then the work is mine, 

iJs Bajazet rm»s mt J^eliraa, tuiib bis fiv&rif^^ enter Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, {5fr. Abulia gas hi'wtem Bajazet W 
Selima, 'wbiift Tamerlane ^ad lite rr^ drpot Bajazet 
0mdtb€ mmies tffthef.a-^t^ 
Ax^ And am I come to lave thee ? Oh, my joy ! 

• Be this the whitcll hour of all my life j* 
This one fucceis is more than all my wars. 
The uobleil, dearell glory of my fwojd. 

SiL Alas, Axalla i Deuth has been around me; 
lidy coward foul liill trembles at the fright. 
And ieems but half iecure, e'en in thy arms. 

Ax. Retire, my fair, and let me guard thee forth : 
llood and tumultuous daughter are about us, 

• And danger in heruglieli form is here;* 
Nor will the pleafure ot my lieart be full, 
^111 all my reara are ended in thy iafety. 

VKxeunt Axalla and Selima. 
£i/^ Tamerlane, /ifi<'/n«^ 0/ Tanais, Zama, Mjrvan, awt 
jMiTs ; Hi3uh Bajazet, Omar, ^i the i^ervi/e prijoutru 
Tarn. Mercy at length gives up her peaceful- iceptre^ 
And Juftice ilernly takes her turn to govern ; 
*Tis a rank world, and alks her keenefl fword. 
To cut up villainy of monftrous growth. 
Zama, take care, that with the earliell dawn 
Thofe traitors meet the fate their treafon merits ! 

[Feiatin^ to Omar and tbt DervUn 

tor 
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For thee, thou tyrant ! [T# Baj.] whofeoppreffive violence 
Has ruin'd ihole thou fliould'lt proced at home ; . 

* vVhoie wars, whoie flaugliters, whofe s^fTaffinatiofis, 

* ( I hat bafcft thirft of blot>d I that fin of cowardt!) 

* Whofe faith fo often giv*n and always vioatcd, ' 

* Have been rh' offence of Heav'n and plague of earth/ 
What pnnifhment is cmi^^l to thy a*ime8 ? 

The doom, thy rage dcilgn'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a cage, like ibme dcftriK^Hve bcaft, 
I'll have thee borne about, in public view, 
A great example of that rij^h^eous vengeance 
That waits on cruelty and pndc like thine. 

£aj. It is beneath me to decline my fate ; 
I ftand prepared to meet thy utmoft hate ; 
Yet think nat, I will long thy triumph fee : 
None want the means, when the foul dares be free* 
I'll ciirfe thee with my lal^, my parting breath/ 
And keep the courage of my life in death ; 
Then boldly venture on that world unknown ; 
It cannot ufe me worfe than this has done. 

\Ejeit Bajazet, f^m-dtd. 

9am, Behold the vain effeds of earth-born pnde. 
That fcorn'd Heaven's laws, and all its powV ciefy'd| 
That could the hand which form'd it firft ^rget. 
And fondly fay, I made myielf be great ! 
But julHy thole above affert their fway, h 

And teach e'en Kings what homage they (hould pay, > 
Who then rule befl, when mindful to obey. J 

[Exnmi 



EPILOGUE. 

^^T*J O *vctli ive/aw nifhat mufi ba>vi hin ourjatf^ 

Wbtn harmnt^ with htautyjwn^d^ rf. laie^ 
Thrtattnd the ruin ^ •ur Jinking flutt ; 
^iHyeuj fr0m whom our being 'we rtaiwe^ 
in pity hid^four 0^n ireaiion iive: 
Vntb moving fiunds you kindly dre*w thefftir^ 
jinafix*d^ met tnorey thatjhining circle here: 
The lyre yu bring is balfJfclVs praije ; 
Be Qun the ttifk to win and w§ar hii bays. 

7 thix 
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We nnaniti nM mfrojeH /# #«^0 «i; 
We feliom Jaw y9ur honours^ but iy ebawcif 
Aifowufilki meet their friends ofSfain amd Franci : 
^Tnueu ^fer/e deeay^d^ or politics imprvu^d^ 
^hmt bad ejlran^d you tons from ^wbatyou lanfdm 
Time *wa5^ ijjbem hufy faces were m jeji^ 
When wit and pleafure "uvrf in mojl reqneft ; 
When cbearful theatres with ero<wds were grai^d j 
But tbofe good dtr^s of poetry are pafi ; 
Now four reformers in an empty pif^ 
With tahie-iooisp as at a leBure^ Jitt 
To take notes ^ and give evidence ^gainft wit* 
Thofe who were once our friends^ emplo^d elfewhere^ 
Are hufy novo in fettling peace and war: 
Wstk careful hraws^ at fom^s and WiiPj they mget^ 
And afk who did eleHions lofe or get 
Our friend has loft it — —Feuth P am forty for^t^ 
His a good man, and ne^er was for the court ; 
He to no government will jue for grace^ 
By nuant of merit fafe againji a place, 
Byfpite a patriot made, andfivorn t* oppofe 
All who are uppermoft, as England's fots: 
Let ivh^'g or tory, any fide prevail. 
Still 'tis his eonftant privilege to rail. 
Another, that the tax and ivar m/ty ceafe^ 
Talks\qf the duke of Anjous right ^ and peace: 
And,fom Spain* s vt^ife example, is for taking 
•Avicercy of the mighty monarch"* s niaking ; 
Whojhould all rights and liberties maintain^ 
And hnglifti laws hy learned dragoons explain* 

Come leave thefe politics y and follow witl 
Here, uncontroUdyou may in judgement fit ; 
WeUl never differ voith a crowded pit: 
We^ll take you all, #V« onyour own conditions^ 
T'hink you great men, and wonetrous politiciatss ; 
Afid if you flight the offers which we makeyou^ 
No Brentford princes will forflatefmen take you. 
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T O 

HER GRACE THE 

DUCHESS of MONTAGUE. 

MADAM, 

rr^HIS Tragedy, which I do myfelf the 
X honour to dedicate to your Grace, is 
formed upon an original which pafTes for the 
moft finifhed piece, in this kind of writing, 
that has ever been pnJduced in the French, 
language. The principal aClion and main 
diftrefs of the play, is of fuch a nature, ^s 
feems more immediately to claim the patron- 
age of a lady ; and when I confider the 
great and fhining charafters of antiquity that 
are celebrated in it, I am naturally diretled 
to infcribe it to a perfon, whofe illuftrious 
father has, by a long feries of glorious ac- 
tions, (for the fervice of his country, and in 
defence of the liberties of Europe) not only 
furpafl'ed the gejierals of his own time, but 
equalled the greatcft heroes of former ages. 
The name of Hector could not be more ter- 
A a rible 




W DEDICATION. 

lible to the -Greeks, than that of the Duke 
of Marlborough has been to the French. 

The refined tafte you are known to have 
in all entertainments for the diverfion of the 
public, and the peculiar life and ornament 
your prefence gives to all affemblies, was no 
fmall motive to determine me in the choice 
of my patronefs. The charriis that fliine 
oiit in the perfon of your Grace, may con* 
vince every one, that there is nothing un- 
natural in the power which is afcribed to 
the beauty of Andromache. 

The ftrift regard I have had to decency 
and good manners throughout this work, is 
the greateft merit I pretend to plead in fa- 
vour of my prefumption ; and is, I am kn^ 
fible, the only argument that can recom- 
mend it moft effeflually to your protec-i 
tionr 

I am, with the greateft refpeft. 
Madam, 

Your Grace* s moft tumble, 
And mojl obedient fervant^ 

AMB. PHILIPS^ 



[ V ] 

PREFACE. 



IN all the works of genius and invention, whether in 
verfe or profe, there are, in general, but three man- 
ners of ftyle ; the one fubllme, and full of majefty ; the 
other, fimple, natural, and eafy ; and the third, fwelling, 
forced, and unnatural'. An injudicious affection and 
fublimity, is what has betrayed a great many atithore into 
the latter ; not confidering that real greatnefs in writing, 
as well as in manaers, confifts in an unafFefted fimplicity. 
The true fublime does not lie in drained metaphors and 
the pomp of wordfe, but rifes out of noble fentiments and 
ftrong images of nature; which will always appear the 
more confpicuous, when the language does not Iwell to 
hide and overfhadow them. ^ 

Thefe are the confiderations that have induced me to write 
this Tragedy in a fl,yle very different. from what has been 
ofually pradifed among us in poems of this nature. 1 have 
had the advantage to copy after a very great mafter, whofe 
writings are defervedly admired in all parts of Europe^ and 
whofe excellencies are too well known to the men of let- 
ters in th^ nation, to ftand in need of any farther difco- 
very of them here. If I have been able to keep up to the 
beauties of Monfieur Racine y in my attempts, and to dp 
him no prejudice in the liberties I have taken frequently 
to vary from fo great a poet, I (hall have- no reafon to bfe 
diflatisfied with the labour it has coft me to bring the 
completed of his works upon the Englljh ftage. 

I ihall trouble my reader no farther, than to give him 
fbme fhort hints relating to this play, from the prefiace of 
the French author. The following lines oi Virgil vca.^^ out 
the fcene, the aftion, and the our principal aftors in 
this Tragedy, together with their diftindl charafters ; ex- 
cepting that of Hermioney whofe rage and jcalouiy is i\xt^ 
ficiently painted in the Andromache of Euripides* 

A$ LiUorajui 



VI PREFACE. 

LiU'jrr.jue El-lvi le^imviy portuqttc ftthimin 
ilk.'iriiiCf etceljam Ruthroti afcendimus urhem^^ 
Solc^iKts cum forte dapes, et trijiia dona 
LKuihiit cincri Andi-omachf^ manefque 'vocahat 
HWiortum ad tumulum, 'viridi quern cefpite iftanem, 
Et gctninasy caujam lacrymis, facra'vcrat Aras^^ 
I)tjrcit '-ciiltHin^ et demiffa 'voce Jocuta eft : 
O fdix una n7tte alias Priamela lirgo, 
Ikji'iu m ad tumulum, Troj^ Jul mexnibus altis 
'JuJJti inori! qu.v fortitus non pcrtuUt ullos. 
Ace 'vii^om heri tetigtt capt'rva ctibile, 
K^s fatrta incenfa, drverfa per a^quora 'veffte^ 
Htbpis Achilleee fajius, jit^enemque fuperhum, 
' ^ervitio enixiv tulimusy qui deinde fecutus 
l.edcenm Hermiofteniy Lacedaimojiifque HymenaoS"'-^ 
A/} ilium, ere f teg magno inflammatui amore 
V.Gi.'ji'gis y et ftelerim furiis agitotm Onftes 
Exdpit incautum pattsia/que obtruttcat ad aras* 

ViRG. ^En. Lib.iii. 

The great concern of A/idromache, in the Greek poet, is 

fpr the hfe of Moloffus, a fon fhc had by Pyrrhus, But it 
is more conformable to the general notion we form of that 
piiiK.v. fs, at tills grcjit iliftance of time, to reprefcnt her 
:!!> the cii fee n folate widow of Ilcdor, and to fuppofe he^ 
tlx mother only, of Ajiyauax, Confidered in tJvs light, 
i;o doubt, ll.c mo\es our compaffion much moreeflfedu- 
:i"il./, ili.iu f. could 1)0 imagined to do in any dillrefs foi: 
a Jon by a kcond liulband. 

Jn order to bring about this beautiful incident, fo ne-: 
ceifiiy to heighten in Andi-omache the character of a tende^ 
mother, an atfcd\ionate wife, and a widow full of venc-] 
lation for the memory of her deceafed hufband, the life 
K\f Aftjaiuix is indeed a little }>rolonged beyond the term 
fixed to it by the general confent of the ancient authors. 
.But fo long as there is nothing improbable in the fuppo- 
fition, ^a judicious critic will always be pleafcd when he 
ftnds a matter of fad (efpeciallv fo far removed in thq 
dark, and fabulous ages} jtaliifiea> for the embellifhment 
of a whole poent. 

. ^ . PRO. 



PROLOGUE. 

CINCE fancy by it/elf is loofe and ^vainy 

The *wi/e by rules that airy prwer reftrain : 
They think tfjoje ^writers mad, fwho at their ea/e 
CofFvey this honfe and audience ijohere they pleafe ; 
Who nature\^ ftated dijlauces confound ^ 
And make this f pot all foils the fun goes round: 
*Tis nothing y njnhe?i a fancied fccne^s in 'vienv. 
To Jkip from C ovent- G a rden to Peru . 

But ^hdk(Y>G?iXQ's/elftranfgrfJi ; and /hall each elfy 
Each pygmy genius y quote great Shakfpeare'iyJ*^/ 
What critic dares prefcribe ^whais juji and fit. 
Or mark out limits forfuch boundlefs ivit / 
Sliakfpeare could tra'vel thro* earth, fea, and air. 
And faint out all the ponjocrs and^woonders there ^ 
In barren deferts he makes nature /mile. 
And gi'ves us feafis in his enchanted ijle. 
Our author does his feeble force confefs. 
Nor dares pretend fuch merit, to tranjgrefs ; 
Does not fuchjhining gifts of genius Jhare, 
And.therefore makes propriety his care. 
Tour treat nxiith Jiudied decency he fer^es ; 
"Nor only rules of time and place pre/erves. 
But Jirives to keep his character intire. 
With French correilnefs, and ijoith BritifliTfr/* 

This piece y.prefented in a foreign tongue. 
When France ijjas gloriout, and her monarch young, 
. An hundred times a cro^wded audience drenxj. 
An hundred times repeated, fiill *was new, 

Pyrrhus, priyvokd, to no *wtld rants betray d, 
IRefents his generous lovefo ill repaid; 
Does like a man refettt, a prince upbraid. 
His fentiments dijclofe a royal mind. 
Nor is he knonjon a king from guards behind^ 

Injur d Hermione demands relief. 
But not from hea'vy narratives of grief i 
In confcious majefty her pride is Jhtwn ; , 
Bern to a^venge her ^wrongs, but not bemoan. 

Andromache If in our author* * lines p 

As in the great original Jhe Jhines , 

Nothing but from barbarity Jhe fears ; 

Attend wthfiUttce, you II applaud <with tears^ ^ 
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THE 

T>ISTREST MOTHER. 

ACT L 

Enter Oreftes, Py lades, and Attendants. 

Ore/. r\ Pjlades ! what's life without a friend ! 

V-/ At fight of thee my gloomy foul cheers up, 
My hopes revive, and gladnefs dawns within mc« 
After an abfence of fix tedious moons. 
How could I hope to find my Fylades, 
My joy, my comfort ! on this fatal fhore T 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus f in thefe realms, 
Thefe hated realms, fo crofs to all my wilhes. 
O, my brave friend ! may no blind flroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myfelf. 

FyL O prince ! O my Orejies ! O my friend ! 

Tlius let me fpeak the welcome of my heart {Embracing. 
Since I have gain'd this unexpeded meeting, 
Blefl be the powers that barr'd my way to Greece^ 
And kept me here ! ever fince the unhappy day 
"When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sundered our barks on the loud flormy main. 

Oref, It was, indeed, a morning full of horror ? 

Pyl, A thoufand boding cares have rack'd my foul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I moum*d 
The fatal ills, to which your life*s involved ; 
And grudg'd you dangers which I could notlharc. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black defpair 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray *d you. 
And left the Gods, in pity to your woes. 
Should hear your pray'rs, and take the life you Ioath*d«. 

But now with joy I fee you! — The retinue. 

And numerous followers that furround you here^ 

A '5 Speak 
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Speak better fortunes, and a mind difpos'd 
To rclifh life. . " 

Ortj\ Alas ! my friend, who knows 
The dcitiny, to which I (land rcferr'd ! 
I come in fearch of an inhuman fair ; 
And live or die, as (he decrees my fate. 

PjL You much furprife me, prince ! — I thought you 
cur'd 
Of your iinpit)''d, unfuccefsful padion. 
^^'hy, in Epirusy (hould you hope to find 
Htrmkrie lefs cruel, than at Sparta? 
I t}ioueht.her pride, and the difdainful manner- 
In which (he treated all yourconftant fufferings, 
}fad broke your fetters, and r.(rur'd your freedom: 
Alliam'd of your repulfe, and flighted vows. 
You hated her; you talk'd of her no more: 
Prince, vcu d^ceiv'd me. 

Or(/.' I deceived myfelf. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man that loves thee. 
Thou know 'ft I never hid my paflion from tliec ; 
Them faw'ft it, in its birth, and in its progrefs; 
And when, atlaft, the hoary King, her father. 
Great Mendaus^ gave away his daughter. 
His lovely daughter, to the happy Pjrrhm^ 
Th' avenger ot his wrongs, thou faw'ft my grief. 
My torture, my defpair; * and how I dragg'd, 
• From fca to fea, a heavy chain of woes.' 

Py lades! my heart has bled within me. 

To fee ihee, preft with forrows not thy own, * 
Still wand'ring with me, like a bani(h'd man. 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend. 
To temper the wild tranfports of my mind. 
And fave me from myfelf. 

Pjl Why thus unkind ? 
Why will you envy me the plcafing ta(k 
Of generous love, and fympathizing friend(hip ? 

Ore/, Thou miracle of truth! — But hear me on. 
When in the midft of my difaftrous fate, 

1 thought how the divine Htrmhney 

Deaf to tlie vows, rcgardlcfs of my plaints. 
Gave up hcrfclf, and all her charms, XoPjrrhus; 

Thou 



THE DISTREST MOTHER. ii; 

Thou may*ft remember, I abhorr'd her name> 
Strove to forget her, and repay her fcom. 
I made my friends, and even myfelf, believe 
My foul was freed, Alas ! I did not fee. 
That all the malice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ftill. 
In Greece I landed, and in Greece I found 
The affembled princes all alarm'd with fears. 
In which their common fafety feem'd concem'd, 
I joined them : for I hop*d that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts ; 
And that my Ihatter'd foul, impaired with grief. 
Once more would reaifume its wonted vigour. 
And every idle paffion quit my bread. 

PyL The thought was worthy Agamemnoti^ fon; 

Oref, But fee the ftrange perverfenefs of my liars. 
Which throws me on the rock I ftrove to (hun 1 
The jealous chiefs, and all the ftates of Greece y 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhns ; 
That now, forgetful of the promife giv'n. 
And mindlefs of his godlike father's fate, 
Afiyanax he nurfes in his court; 
Ajiya?iax, the youne, furviving hope 
Of ruin'd Troy ; jyiycmax, defcended 
From a long race of kings — ^great He^ors fon. 

Pyi, A name ftill dreadful m the ears of Greece/ 
But, prince, you'll ceafe to wonder, why the child 
LivCT^us prot^ed in the court of Pyrrbus, 
When yqlti fhall hear, l^thxi^i And romache^ 
His lov^ captive, charms him from his purpofe : 
The mother's beauty guards the helplefs ion. 

Ore/, Your t^e confirms what I have heard ; and hence 
Spring all myiibpes. Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Hermiofie may ftill be mine. Her father,^ 
The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already 
His daughter flighted, and th' intended nuptials 
Too long delay *d. 1 heard his loud complaints 
With fecret pleafurc ; and was glad to find 
Th* ungrateful maid neglefted in her turn, ?■ 

And «11 my wrongs aveng'd in her difgrace. 
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-n THE DISTREST MOTHER. 

Pjl. Oh, may yon keep your juft refentments waim! 

Ore/. Refentments ! O my friend, too foon I found 
They grew not out of hatred. I am bet ray 'd : 
I praftife on myfelf, and fondly plot 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 
I canvafs'd all the fufFrages oi Greece; 
And here I come, their iworn ambaf^dor. 
To fpeak their jealoufies, and claim this boy* 

P>'/. Fyrrhui will treat your embaffy with fcom. 
Full of AckilleSf his redoubted fire ; 
Tyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headftrone, fierce ; 
Made up of paflions : will he then be fway'd. 
And give to death the fon of her he loves ? 

Ore/ Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Aftynax^ I (hould be bleft ! 
He mud ; he ihall : Hermoue is my life. 

My foul, my rapture ! I'll no longer curb 

The ftrong defire that hurries me to maonefs : 
I'll give a loofe to love ; Til bear her hence ; 

I'll tear her from his arms ; I'll O, ye Gods ! 

Give me Hermione, or let me die ! — 

But tell me, Pyladts^ how ftand nty hopes ? 

Is Pyrrkus ftill enamour'd with her charms ? 

Or doll thou think he'll yield me up the prize. 

The dear, dear prize, which he has ravifh'd from me! 

¥j4, 1 dare not flatter your fond hopes fo far; 
The King, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princefs, 
Turns all his paffion to Andromache^ 
HeSIors afflided widow. But in vain. 
With interwoven love and rage, he fues 
The charming captive, oblHnately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, confin'd 
Apart ; and when her tears begin to flow. 
As focn he ftops them, and recals his threats. 
Hermione a thoufand times has feen 
His ill-requitea vows return to her; 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gathcr'd from a man fo various ? 
He may, in the diforder of his foul. 
Wed her he hates, and punilh her he loves. 
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Oref. But tell me, how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her flow nuptials, and di(honour/d charms F 

FyL Hermione would fain be thought to fcorn 
Her wavering lover, and difdain his falfhood ; 
But, fpite of all her pride and confcious beauty. 
She mourns in fecret her neglected charms. 
And oft has made me privy to her tears ; 
Still threatens to be gene, yet ftill (he days. 
And fometimes figlis, and wifhes for Or^es. 

Ore/. Ah, were thofe wi(hesfron> her heart, my friend* 
I'd fly in tranfport [hloitri/b 'within. 

PyL Hearf ^The King approaches 

To give you audience. Speak your cmbafly 
Without referve : urge the demands df Greece ; 
And in the name of all her kings, require 
That He^or*s fon be given into your hands. 
Pyrr/jus, infteadof granting what they afk. 
To fpeed his love, and win the Trojan dame. 
Will make it merit to prefcrve her fon. 
But, fee : he comes I 

Ore/. Meanwhile, my Pylaeies, 
Go, and difpofe Hermione to fee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himfelf, in all his forrows, at her feet. [Exit PyladeSi 

Enter Pyrrhus, Phosnix, and Attendants* 
Before I fpeak the meiTage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, fir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambaflfador ; fmce I behold 
Troy's vanquiiher, and great Achilles' fon. 
Nor does the fon rife fhort of fuch a father : 
If HeiSor fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But what your father never would have done. 
You do. You cherifli the remains of Tr^y ; 
And, by an ill-tim'd pity, keep alive 
The dying embers of a ten year's war. 
Have you fo foon forgot the mighty HeSor? 
The Greeks remember nis high brandifh'd fword, 
Tliat fiird their (late with widows and with orphans ; 
For which they call for vengeance on his fon. . » 

Who knows what he may one day prove ? Who knows 

But 
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Bat be may brave us in our ports, aid, fiU'd 
With H^.^ors fun', fet our fleets on blaze ? 
You may, yourfclf, live to repent your mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Greciaxs' juft demands;^ 
Satiate their vengeance, and prcferve youHelf. 

P) r. The Greeks are for my fafety more concem'(£ 
Than I defirc. I thought your kings were met 
On more imj^ortant counfel. When I heard 
The name of their ambaiTador, I hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking birth* 
Is JgafKc/r.Mous fon difpatch'd for this ? 
And do the Crmi?* chiefs, renown 'd in war, 
A race of lie roes, join in clofe debate. 
To plot an infant's death : — Wbat right has Greece 
To afk his life ? Muft I, muft I alone, 
(^f all her fccpter'd warriors, be deny'd 
To treat my t:aptive as I pleafc ? Know, prince^ 
When Troy la)' Imoking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor Ihar'd the harveft of the war, 
Andromache J and this her fon were mine ; 
Were mine by lot. And u ho Aiall wreft them from me? 
f Ijfjf's bore away old Priam's queen ; 
Cajpwira was your own great father's prize : 
Did \ concern my felf in what they won ? 
J)id I fend embaflies to claim their captives ? 

Oref. But, fir, we fear for you, and for ourielvcs*^ 
Troy may again revive, and anew Hedor 
Rife in Afyatiax. Then think betimes 

Pyr, Let daftard fouls be timoroufly wife : 
But tell them, Pyrrhm knows not how to form 
Far fancy 'd ills, and dangers out of fight. 

Ore/, Sir, call to mind the unrivall'd ftrength of Troy^ 
Her walls, he bulwarks, and her gates of brafs ; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies! 

Pyr. 1 call them all to mind ; and fee them all 
Confus'd in dull; all mixt in one wide ruin; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What vengeance can we fear from fuch a Troy ? 
If they have fworn to cxtinguilh Hedor s race. 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr*d ? 
\^ iiy was he not in Priam* f> bofom llain ? 

He 
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Hefhould have fairn among the flaoghtcr'd heaps. 
Whelmed under Troy, His death had then been juft, 
•' When age and infancy, alike in vain, 

* Pleaded their weaknefs ; when the heat of conqueft, 

* And horrors of the fight, rouz'd all our rage, 

* And blindly hurry 'd us thro' fcenes of diath.* 
My fury then was without bounds ; butySw, 
My wrath appcas'd, muft I be cruel ftilf'? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity. 

Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood ? 
An infant's blood ? — No, prince — Go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out fome other vidim ; my revenge 
Has had its filL What has efcap'd from Troy 
Shall not be fav'd to perifh in E/>irus, 

Ore/. I need not tell you, fir, Ajiyanax 
Was doom*d to death in Troy ; nor mention how 
The crafty mother fav'd her darling fon. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former fentencc : 
Nor is't the boy, but He^or they purfue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the fon— 
The father, who fo oft in Grecian blood 
HaSdrench'd his fword — the father, whom the Greeks 

May feek e'en here Prevent them, fir, in time. 

^ Pjr, No I let them come ; fince I was bom to wage 
Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him who conquer'd for them. Let them come. 
And in Epirus feek another Troy, 
'Twas thus they recompcnc'd my godlike fire ; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember, 
1 heir black ingratitude then coil them dear. 

Oref, Shall Greece then find a rebel fon in Pyrrhus ? 

Pyr, Have I then congjier'd to depend on Greece ? 

Oref. Hermione will fwajr your foul to peace. 
And mediate 'twixt her ftther and yourfelf. 
Her beauty will enforce my embafly. 

Pyr. Hermione may have her charms, and I 
^ay love her ftill, tho' not her father's flave. 
I may, in time, give proofs that I'm a lover. 
But never muft forget that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, fir, you inay fee fair Helena daughter: 
Iknow how near in blood you fland ally'd. 

Thae 
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That done, yen. have my anfwer* prince. The Giwlr, 

Ko doubt, expedl your quick return. 

[ExeuTit Oreftes, and Attendants 

PIxtu, Sir, do you fend your rival to the prince!^ ? 

Pyr. I am told that he has lov'd her long. 

Fkan. If fo. 
Have you not caufe to fear the fmother'd flame 
May kindle at her fight, and blaze a-ncw ; 
And (he be wrought to liften to hi» paflion ? 

Pyr, Ay, let them, Phanix^ let them love their fill t 
Le dicm go hence ; let them depart together : 
Together let them fail for Sparta ; all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what conftraint. 
What irkfome thoughts^ Ibould I then be reliev'd I 

phctn. But, fir 

Pyr. I (hall another time, good Pheenix, 
Unbofom to thee all my thoughts — For, fee, 
Andromache appears. \Exi( Phcenlx* 

Enter Andromache, and Cephiia* 
May I, madam. 

Flatter my hopes fo far as to believe 
You come to feek me here ? 

Andr. This way, fir, leads 
To thofe apartments where you guard my foir* 
Since you permit me, once a- day, to vifit 
All I have left of Hedor and of 7ryi, 
I go to weep a few fad moments with him. 
I nave not yet to-day embraced my child ; 
I have not neld him in my widow'd arms. 

Pyr, Ah, madam ! (hould the threats of Greece prevail^ 
You'll have occafion for your tears, indeed! 

Andr. Alas ! what threats ? What can alarm the Greeks? 
There arc no 7 rojam left. 

Pyr. Their haie to He^ior 
Can never die : the terror of his name 
Siiil (hakes their fouls, and makes them dread his fon/ 

Aftdr, A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendlefs child ! 
W'ho fmik's in bondage, nor yet knows himfelf 
'ilie foa oiWclor, and the (lave o^ Pyrrhus, 

Pyr. 
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Pyr, Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life. 
And fend no lefs than Jgamemnorts fon 
To fetch him hence. 

Andr, And, fir, do you comply 

With fuch demands ! ^This blow is aim'd at me. 

How (hould the child avenge his flau^hter'd fire ? 

But, cruel men ! they will not have him live 

To cheer my heavy heart, and eafe my bonds. 

I promis'd to myfelf in him a fon. 

In him a friend, a huiband, and a father. 

But I muft fuffer forrow heap'd on forrow. 

And ftill the fatal ftroke muft come from you. 

Pyr. Dry up thofe tears ; I muft not fee you weepii; 
And know, I have rejefted their demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with war ; 
But, (hould they arm, as once they did, for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 
Should they prepare a fecond ten-years fiegc. 
And lay my towers and palaces in duft ; 
I am determined to defend your fon. 
And rather die myfplf than giYt him up. 
But, madam, in the midft of all thefe dangers. 
Will you refufe me a propitious fmile ? 
Hated of Gr^^'fr, and preft on every fide. 
Let me not, madam, while I fight your caufe; 
Let me not combat with your cruelties. 
And count Andromach • amongft my foes. 

Andr, Confider, fir, how this will found in Greece! 
How can fo great a foul betray fuch weakncfs ? 
Let not men fay, fo generous a defign 
Was but the tranfport of a heart in love. 

Pyr, Your charms will juftify me to the world. 

Andr. How can Andromache, a captive queen. 
Overwhelmed with grief, a burden to herfelf. 
Harbour a thought of love ? Alas ! what charms 
Have thefe unhappy eyes, by you condemned 

To weep forever. Talk of it no more. 

To reverence the misfortunes of a foe ; 
To fuccour the diftrell ; to give the foa 
To an afflided mother ; to repel 
Coi>federate nations, leagued againft his life ; 

Unbrib'b 
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I'nbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats* 
To pity, to proted him : tncfc arc cares, 
Tlicfc ar^' exploits worthy .-idi/f^s's fon. 

P\ r. Will your rcfentinents. then, endure for ever! 

Mull Pyrrtus never be forgiven ? *Ti« true. 

My i\vord lias often rcekM in FhnghM blood. 
And carry *d liavoc thro* your royal kindred ; 
Rat you, fair princeis, amply have aveng'd 
Old P ..;:7*s vanquilhM houfe ; and all the woct 
1 brouz^ht on them, fall Ihort of wliat I fofier. 
\Vo byth liave futfor'd in our turns, and now 
Our common i^ycs ihail teach us to unite. 

,ittJi\ \\'hero di.>es the captive not behold a foe f 

/V . Forget the term of hatred, and behold 
A friend in i\rrl::ts, Gi\e me but to hope, 
1 11 frre your fon, Til he a father to him ; 
M> fclf will teach hira to avenge the Trojam* 
I'll go in jxirfon to chatUfe the Greeks, 
Both for your wrongs and mine. InAjir'd by yott» 
What would I not aichieve ? Again mall Troy 
Rife from its alhes : this right arm (hall fix 
llcr feat of eonnre, and your fon fliall reign. 

wV/.\;V. Such dreams of grcatnefs fuit not my condition $ 
His hoj-jcs of empire ^^rilh'd with his father* 
No ; thou imjTcrial city, ancient Troy, 
Thou pride of -■///</, founded by the Gods I 
Never, Oh never, muft we hope to fee 
'Hiofc bulwarks rife, which IJf^hr could not guard I^-* 
Sir, all I wifli for is fomc quiet exile. 
Where far from Cnttce rcmov'd, and far from you> 
I may conceal my fon, and mourn my hufband. 
Your love creates mc envy. Oh, return I 
Return to your betrothed llirmifte. 

Pvr, Why do you mock me thus ? you know, I cannoC» 
You know my heart is yours ; my foul hangs on you j 
You take up ever)' wilh : my waking thoughts. 
And nightly dreams, an* all emplojM on you. 
'Tis true, Uerfihi:,' wiis fcnt to Ihare 
My thriinc and bed ; and would wilh tranfport hear 
The vows which you neglc^ 

Anir. 
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Andr, She has no Troy^ 
No Heilor to lament : Ihe has not loft 
A hufband by your conqucfls. Such a hufband f 
(Tormenting thought!) whofe death alone has made 
Your fire immortal : Pyrrhm and Achilles^ 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Fyr, IVladam, 'tis well ! 'Tis very well ! I find. 
Your will muft be obey'd ; imperious captive. 
It Ihall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind : 
You teach me to forget your charms ; to hate you : . 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 
Think well upon it ; my diforder'd foul 
Wavers between th' extreme of love and rage ; 
I have been too tame ; I will awake to vengeance ! 
The fon fhall anfwer for the mother's fcom. 
The Greeks demand him, nor will I endanger • 
My re^ms, to pleafure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he muft die ! alas, my fon muft die! 
He has no friend, no fuccour left, befidc 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyvs Go, madam, vifit this unhappy fon. 
The fight of him may bend your ftubborn heart. 
And turn to foftnefs your unjuft- difdain. 
I (hall once more expeft your anfwer. Go ; 
And think, while you embrace the captive boy. 
Think, that his life depends on your refolvcs. 

\Exewtt Pyrrhus, and Attendantu 

Atidr, ril go ; and in the anguifti of my heart. 
Weep o'er my child — If he muft die, my life 
Is wrapt in his ; I ihall not long furvive. 
'Tis for his fake that I have fuffer*d life, 
Groan'd in captivity, and out-liv'd Hedor* 
' Yes, my Afiyanax, we'll go together 1 
Together to the realms of night we'll go ! T 

There to thy ravifh'd eyes thy fire I'll Siew, S 

Aad point hira out among the fhadcs below. \ 

4Ct 
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ACT IL 
Etter Hcrmionc and Cleoiic. 



/Ar. X l/ELL, I'll Ixr rulM, Cleone: Twill fee him : 

^ ^ 1 have told FylrJts that he may bring him; 
But tri:rt me, were I loft to mj own thoughts, 
1 Ip.ould forbid him yet. 

Cito, And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, ftill the fdmcOreftes ? 
Or'fis^ uhofi* rcMm you oft have wilh'd ? 
The man whof • fufferings you fo late lamented. 
And often prais'd his conrtancy and love? 

y/'». That love, that ccnrtancy, fo ill requited, 
UpSr.ii^V' rr.e to nnfelf. I blufh to think 
1"! v^- i h?.Te us'd him, and would ihun his prefencew 
y. h?t ivili be my ccnfufion, when he (ix% me 
N -: ;:, I ■. cted r.nd f ^ r1 ak e n , I i ke hi mfel f ! 
V. ill re nrt fav, i> thi-^ rre fcomful maid ? 

Ill v ■ • -f cri.rr, p.'.vi triL^T-.-phd in r.er 'harms ? 
Vxzz '.v.i.\:r.cc nt bit i^ well re j* aid. 
I cjr.:v.t lear iV.e ihc-.i:rht. 

C . . :. Y c u w rr r.g y ourfclf 
^-Vith ur.r :v.->m:r. ^ tV 2 rs. He kr.:>w3 too we!I 
Yc u r reau : v a r.vi v,^ j r wo r th . Your lover comes no t 
To ;" rro : i :: :!: It?, b j : rer:; i r M 3 vc v. s , 
A ::d b r c •; : ;•. e h i ^ 2 ri c r. : r a::': «: r. a t y : j r itct. 
Fu:. r.Tii.im, what? y. -."ir rv/sl father's wiil ? 
^^ /.a: crvier^ d? vou: Ir.ZiT- lt.t.z fr-m Suirta^ 

I:':^. H!^ crders are. jf r- - ^;::::: c.tLy 
T>.e r.-.::"::.t**, a:;d rexufe t"> f^^ri-.ce 
Th:< r^-.r b-y. I '.h-uld with fr^d embark, 
Ar.vi uith theirembaiTy return to \jr-:icf. 

C . .. \^'h:Lt would you r.:c:e : O zi^s cnmes in time 
Tc U vc v^JLT h ■ r. ~ u r. P-. "••■:• : - •" h ara ce : 
Prtve-t^:= ^iIh^:^ ar:: r;?rfi:.ic 'r^r.T-^,. 
1 k^ow vcw Kite him : vcu hr e told me f:>. , 

7/f , 
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7ifr, Hate him ! My injured honour bids mc hate him. 
The ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart ; the man I lov'd fo dearly ; 
The man I doated on ! O, my Cleorje ! 
How is it poffible I (hould not hate him ! 

Cleo. Then give him' over, madam. Quit his court. 

And with Orefles 

Her, No ! I muft have time 
To work up all my rage ! To meditate 
A parting full of horror ! My revenge 
Will be but too much quickened by the traitor. 

Cleo. Do you then wait new infults, new affronts ? 
To draw you from ycur father ! Than to leave you ! 
In his own court to leave you — for a captive ! 
li Pyrrhui can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her, Why doll thou heighten my diftrefs ? I fear 
To fearch out my own thoughts, and found my heart. 
Be blind to what thou fee'il : Believe me cur'd : 
Flatter my weaknefs ; tell me I have conquer'd ; 
Think that my injur d foul is fet againft him ; 
And do thy beft to make me think fo too. 
C/eo. Why would you loiter here, then ? 
Her, Let us fly ! 
Let us be gone ! I leave him to his captive : 
Let him go kneel, and fupplicate his flave. 
Let us be gone ! — But what if he repent ? 
What, if the perjur*d prince again fubmit, 
And fue for pardon ? What, if he renew 
His former vows ? — But, Oh, the faithlefs man ! 
He flights me ! drives me to extremities I^-However, 
I'll ftay, Cleoney to perplex their loves : 
I'll fl:ay, till, by an open breach of contrail, 
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the fon ; 
The fecond embaffy Ihall claim the mother : 
I will redouble all my griefs upon her. 

Cleo. Ah, madam ! whither does your rage tranfport 
you? 
Andromache y alas ! is innocent. 
A woman plung*d in forrow, dead to love> 
And when (he minks of Pyrrbus^ 'tis with horrort 

Her. 



12 THE DISTREST MOTHER. 

Her, Would I had done fo, too!-^He had not Ada 

Pctray'd my eafy faith. But I, alas ! 

DifcnverM all the fondnefs of my foul ; 
I made no fecrct of my paflion to him. 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincerc. 
My eyes, my tongue, my aftions fpoke my heart. 

C/w. Well might you fpeak without refer\e, to one 
Engag'd to you by folemn oaths and treaties. 

Her, His ardour, too, was an excufe to mine: 

^^'ilh other eyes he faw mc then I Chone^ 

Thou may'rt remember, every thing confpir'd 
T(^ favour him : my father's wrongs aveng'd ; 
The Gn\ks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan fpoils ; 
liis mighty fire's, liis own immortal fame j 
His eacer love — all, all confpir'd againft me ! 
— But 1 have done — I'll think no more of Pyrrhtu^ 
Oiijits wants not merit, and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him ; 
And'if I've power o'er my heart, 'tis his. 

Cuc» Madam, he comes 

7/c ' . Alas ! I did not think 
Ho was fo near ! I wifh I mi^ht not fee him. 

Enur Orefte^. 
Hou am I to interpret, fir, this viiit ? 
is it a LOinpliment of form, or love ? 

Ouj, Madam, you know my weaknefs. *Tis my fate 
To love unpity'd ; to dcfire to fee you ; 
Aiul iHli tu fv% car each time fnall be the laft.. * 
M}' jMlIii'u breaks thro' my rq^eatcd oaths. 
And every time I vifit you, I'm perjur'd. 
l\\ ;*n now, I lind^ny wounds all bleed afrcfh ; 
I l-iuln coov.n It, but 1 know no cure. 
I call the Gods to witnefs, I have try'd 
\\ hatc\er man could do, (but try'd in vain) 
'I u wear you from my mind. "^Thro* ftormy feas. 
And fiivage climes, in a whole year of abfencc, 
1 ^.onrroci dnngcjs, rr.d I long'd for death. 

//< )\ W \\\ will yt u , prince, ir.dulge riiis mournful talc 
Tt ill l^ccorncsthe am'^aifador of GV^-rr^, 
To talk <'i dying, and of i()\'e. Remember 
Tvx kings vou reprcfent : Ihall tlieir revenge 

Be 
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Ii4|>|ipmtcd bv jwirilUim'd fmffion? 
lyonr tm^y^lfy — 'da not Otyki 
' deiire fliould die, 

TV cmbaHy 

Is ut an Ciiit ; for PjrrBm lias rcfus'J 

'' ^ '* - Some hidden power 



U 



1 man ! , [ j/^4ic. 

inouiir. 'd by you 

iR':il ii I ' I 

' be llkll fuijTjuotii* 

■I? 



I 



And %v1k> can telJj bdt I hi|ve (kaf*d )'tjur grkft ? 
Have t ne'er wept in feofti — never widi'd 



* i:yi My fours ifitrtincM ! 

i ncefs ! O tnuiftcndant ifmd ! 

thanks ! 1 nc^ cr wai unkijify— ^ 



Mv . 
My I 
Am 1 

liii, \ ijij^ '^re OrfJ^es : 
The fame: ttnaJter'd, geacmna^ fntthfyltnt'er ; 
prince tv horn I eileem, V. 
-whom I fid n would teaci . = >'.>'.x* 

Ay, thttc it k I — 1 lia ve but yuui ttlcetu, 
Pyy^^^is has vaiir hc.irt, 

v>»/i: ■ 

'ere Vfji' ' :■-.•• 'U 1 

f)...' 

fljr" lit ! 1 0iouid be loy'd as he is!^* 

ct ;ill thiJ^ while 1 die by ybvr dlfdain, 

""ill e I ic lu ► kds y our tl i .i i f nt. ■, ; i n ^'l <. o 1 1 1 f ^ nn n rli t* r. 
i/ liohWroli' Irtiair 

liiw ^ ,. ,,:cl (fj:;. ■ :„ 




tbs fijnhfs tgld yOU To f or i^ it yuu 



Who 
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"Never let love defpair ! — The prize is mine ! 
\Be fmooth, ye feas, and ye propitious winds, 
•Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coafts ! 

.1 long to view the fails unfurrd ! Bat, fee ! 

Pynhus approaches i« a happy hour. 

Enter Yyn\\\jiS, and Phoenix. 
Pyr, I was in pain to find you, prince. My warm 
'Ungovem'd temper, would not let me weigh n 

The importance of your embafify, and hear 

You argne for my good. 1 was to blame. 

I fince have pois'd your reafons : and I thank 
My good allies : their care deferves my thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the weal of Greece^ 
My father's honour, arid my own repofe. 
Demand that HeSiors race rfiould be deftroy'd. 
I (hall deliver up Afiyanax^ 
' And you yourfclf (hall bear the vidira hence. 
Oref, If you approve it, fir, and are content 
To fpill the blood of a defencelefs child, 
* The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd* 

Pyr» Cloferto drain the knot of our alliance, 
•J have dctermin'd to efpoufe Hermione, 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
:In you the kings of Greece will all be prefent. 
And you have nght 'to perfonate her father. 
As his embaflador, and brother's fon. 
Go, prince, renew your vifit ; tell Hermhne^ 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 

Oref. S^Afide,\ O change of fortune-! Ob, undone 

Orejies! {Exit^ 

Pyr. Well, Pheenix! Am I ftill a flave to love ? 
What think'll thou now ? Am I myfelf again? 

Phcen. 'Tis as it fliould be ; this difcovers Pjrr/jus; 
Shews all the hero ; now you are yourfelf — 
The fon, the rival of the great Achilles ! 
Greece wilt applaud you, and the world confefs 
Fyrrhus has conquer 'd Troy a fecond time I 

Pyr. Nay, Phoenix , now I but begin to triumph; 
I never was a conqueror till now ! 
Believe me, a whole hoft, a war of foes. 
May fooner be fubdu'd than love. Oh, Phanix! 

B What 
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Wiat ruin have I (hunn'd ? The Greeks enrag'df 
Hung o'er me like a gathering ftorm, and foon 
Had 1)11 rft in thunder on my head ; while I 
Abandon *d duty, empire, honour, all. 

To 1 leafc a thanklcfs woman! One kind look 

Had quite undone me ! 

Pl'df/. O, my royal mafter! 
'J he Gods, in tavour to you, made her cruel. 

jyr. Thou faw'ft with how much fcorn (he treated mc! 
When I permitted her to fee her fon, 
1 hopM it might have work'd her to my wifhcs. 
1 went to fee the mournful interview. 
And found her bath'd in tears, and loft in paflion. 
Wild with diftrefs, a thoufand times (he call'd 
On Hc^ors name : and when I fpoke in comfort. 
And promis'd my proteftion to her fon. 
She kifs'd the boy, and call'd again on lienor : 

• Then ftrain'd him in her arms, and cry'd, 'tis he ! 

• *Tis he himfelf! his eyes, his every feature! 

• His very frown, and his ftem loo): already ! 

• *Tis he — 'tis my lov'd lord, whom I embrace !* 
Does flie then think that I preferve the boy. 

To foothe and keep ali\ e her flame for Ihdor? 

Phccn. No doubt, (he docs ; and thinks you favoured 
in it; 
Eut let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 

Py)\ I know the tlioughts of her proud ftubborn heart ; 
Vain of Iier charms, and infolent in beauty. 
She motks my rage ; and v/hen it threatens loudeft. 
Expects 'twill foon be humbled into love. 
But we (hall change our parts, and fhc ihall find 
I can be deaf like her, and ftec^l my heart. 
She is Hidors widow ; I, Achilhi fon ! 
P) rrhm is bom to hate Andromache, 

Plan, ]My royal mafler, talk of her no more ; 
I do not like this anger. Your Hirmlone 
Should now engrofs your thoughts. *Tis time to fee her ; 
'I'is time you mould prepare the nuptial rites, 
A nd not rely upon a rival's care : 
It may be dangerous. 

P\r, Eut tell me, Phceuix^ 
^ Do/l 
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Doft thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will be enrag'd, when I ihall wed the princefs ? 

FhoE7i. Why does Andromache ftill haunt your thoughts ? 
AVhat is't to you, be Ihc enrae'd orf)leas'd? 
Let her name perifh— think of her Ko more. 

Pyr, No, P^flf/zAv/— Ihavc been too gentle with her, 
I have check'd my wrath, and ftiflod my refentment : 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate her. 

Let us return I'll brave her to her face : 

1*11 give my anger its free courfe againll her. 
Thou (halt fee, Phcenix, how I'll break her pride ! 

Phoeri. Oh, go not, fir! — There's ruin in her eyes! 
You do not know your ftrength ; you'll fall before her. 
Adore her beauty, and revive her fcorn. 

Fyr, That were, indeed, a moft unmaHy-^frQiknefs! 
Thou ^Q^ not know me, Phcenlx* 

Phcen, Ah, my prince ! 
You are ftill ftruggling in the toils of love. 

Pyr, Canft thou then think, I love this woman flill ? 
One who repays my paffion with difdain ! 
A ftranger, captive, iViendlefs and forlorn ; 
She and her darling fon within my power; 
Her life a forfeit to the Greeks : 'yet I 
•Treferve her fon ; would take her to my throne ; 
Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs ; 
And all this while (he treats me as her foe! 

Phcp», You have it in your power to be revei»'d. 

Pyr. Yes — and I'll {hew my power! I'll givefercaufe 

To hate me ! her Aj}ya7iax (liall die 

'What tears will then be (hed ! How will (he tlien 
In bittemefs of heart reproach my name \ 
Then, to complete her woes, will I efpoufe 
Hermione- 'TwiH (tab her to the heart ! 

Phosn. Alas, you threaten like a lover ftill I 

Pyr, Phttnix, excufe this flruggle of my foul; 
*Tis the laft e(fort of expiring love. 

Phcen. Then haften, lir, to fee the Spartan princefs. 
And turn the bent of your defires on her, 

Pyr, Oh ! 'tis a heavy ta(k to conquer loi'C, 
And wean the foul from her accuftom'd fondnefs. 
But, come— —A longfarewel to Hc^ors widow, 
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•Tis with a fccret pleafure I look back. 
And fee the many dangers I have pafs'd. 
The merchant, thus, in dreadful tempefts toft. 
Thrown by the waves on fome unlocked- for coaft. 
Oft turns, and fees, with a delighted eye, 
Midft rocks and (helves, the broken billows fly ! 
And, while the outrageous winds the deep deform. 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ftorm. [Exeunt* 



A C T m. 

Enter Pylades attd Oreftes. 

Pjl. TjJfl^vHfiAven's fake, fir, compofc your ruffled 

J/ mind,.' 
And moderate your rage ! 

Ore/. NOyPjIadesf 
This is no time for counfel. — I am deaf. 
Talk not of reafon ! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my care. My foul grows defperate. 
1*11 bear her off, or pcrilh in the attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms By Heaven, I will ! 

Fjl, Welt, 'tis agreed, my friend ^We'U force her 

hence. 
But dill confider, we are in E/>irus, 
The court, the guards, Hermione herfelf. 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good Gods ! what tempted you to feek her here ? 

Ore/ Loft to myfelf, I knew not what I did ! 
My purpofes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pjrrhusy and upbraid the woman. 

Pjl, This violence of temper may prove fatal. 

Orrf, It muft be more than man to bear thefe ftiocks, 
Thcfe outrages of fate, with temper. 
Kc tcHs me, that he weds Hermione ^ 
And will to-morrow take her from my hand !— 
My hand tl.ill fconcr tear the tyrant's heart. — 

PyL \ uur paiiioii blintls you, fir ; he's not to blame* 
C \\ - r.'.i V l<ok into the foul ofPyrrhus, 
1\ :li.,.v \ u . i ii:.... it toitur'd like your own. 

Ore/. 
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Ore/, No, Py lades! — 'tis all defign. His pride, 

lb triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The "fair Hermione, before I came. 
In all her bloom of beauty, was negleded. 
Ah, cruel Gods ! I thought her all my own ! 
She was confenting to return to Sparta : 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and lo\x. 
Was on the wing to take its leave of Fyrrhus^ 
She heard my fighs, (lie pitied my complaints. 
She prais'd my conftancy — The leaft indifference 
From this proud king, had made Orefies happy ! 

Pyl, So your fond heart believes ! 

* Ore/, Did I not fee 

* Her hate, her rage, her indignation rife, 

* Againft the ungrateful man ? 
' PyU Believe me, prince, 

* 'Twas then flie lov'd him moft. Had Pyrrhus left her, 

* She would have form'd fome new pretext to Hay.* 

Take my advice Think not to force her hence j 

But fly yourfelf from her deftruftive charms. # 

Her foul is lipk'd to Pyrrhus — • Were (he youfs,, 

* She would reproach you (111, and ftijl regret 

« Her difappointed nuptials. — * , . r< . 

Or€f^ Talk no more ! 
I cannor bear the thought ! She muft be mine ! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
I'd (land the bolt, and challenge all his fury. 

Ere I xt^igxiHermione By force 

1*11 fnatch her hence, and bear her to my (hips ; 
Have we forgot her mother Helena rape ? 

Fyl. Will then, Orejks turn a ravKher, 
Afid blot his embaffy ? 

Onf, O.Pylades! 
My grief weighs heavy on me — 'twill diftraft me ! 

* O leave me to myfelf ! Let not thy friend(hip 

* Involve thee in my woes. Too long already, 

* Too long hall thou been punifh'd for my ctimes. 

* It is enough, my friend ! It is enough ! 

* Let not thy generous love betray thee farther.' 
The Gods have fet me as jheir mark, to empty 
7'heir quivers on me.— Leave me to myfelf, 
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I^iinc be the danger, mine the enterprize. 
/.'A 1 rt quell of thee, is to return, 
/.r.vl j-: iTiv ii:icc convty Jfijarjax 
f As 7*1 rr>.v/ has ccufonttd) into Gnccc. 
Go, /VW/ 

Pj,!. iciid in, my friend, lead on! 
1 ft 'js bear oiT NtT.nh.:t / No toil. 

No danger can deter a friend Lead on ! 

Dra-.v i:p the G,\rAs, fiimmon your num'rous train; 
'llu li.ipsarc ready, and the wind lits fair: 
'I her** t all ward lies the fca ; the rolling waves 
f'rtr:k ( n thofe palace- ft airs. I know each pafs^ 
iVcuI; avenue and outlet of the court. 
'J his very night we'll carry her on board. 

Ofij. Thou art too good ! — 1 trefpafs on thy friend- 
(hip : 
!BTit, Oh ! excufc a wretch, whom no man pities. 
Except thyfclf : one, juft about to lofe 
The treafure of his foul : * whom all mankind 

• Confpire to hate, and one who hates himfelf.* 
V hen will my fricndfliip be of ufe to thee ? 

J j/. 'I he queflion is unkind, — But now, remember 
To keep }our counftls tlofe, and hide your thoughts; 

Ix-t not Hermkne fufpeft No more 

1 fee her coming, fir 

On/, Away, my friend ; 
I am advis'd ; my all depends upon it. [Exit Fylades* 
Entir Hcrmione, atid Cleone. 

Ouf, Madnm, your orders are obc) 'd ; I have feen 
T\r}Li,s, n\y ri^al ; and have gained him for you. 
'i he king rtf( Ivcs to wed ycu. 

I-Lr. Si) 1 iim told ; 
And, farther, J am inform'd, that you, Oreftes, 
Arc tu ilifpufc me for the intended marriage. 

Orrf. And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 

* ILr, Could 1 imagine Pjrdus lov'd me ilill ? 

• After fo long delays, who would ha: e thought 

• His hidden flames would fhew themfcl cs at laft, 

• And kindle in his breaft, when mine expir'd ? 

• 1 can fuppofe, with you, he fears the Giaks; 

*^ ^ • • Thai 
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That it is intereft, and not love, dired^s him ; 

* And, that my eyes had greater power o'er you. 

• Off/, No, prihcefs, no ! it is too plain he loves you. 

* Your eyes do what they will, and cannot fail 

' To gain a conqueft, where you wi(h they fhould/ 

Her, What can I do, alas ! my faith is promised : 
Can I refufe what is not mine to give ? 
A princefs is not at her choice to love ; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet you fee how far I had comply 'd. 
And made my duty yield to your entreaties. 

Ofr/, Ah, cruel maid! you knew — but I have done. 
All have a right to pleafe themfelves in love. 
I blame you not. ' I is true, I hop'd — but you 
Are miftrefs of your heart, and I'm content. 
Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. 
But, madam, I Ihall fpare you farther pain 
On this uneafy theme, and take my leave. [£\//. 

Her. Cleme, cculdit thou think he'd be fo calm? 

C/eo. Madam, his filent grief fits heavy on him. 
He is to be pitied. Mis too eager love 
Has made him bufy to his own deftrudlion. 
His threats have wrought this change of mind in Pjrrbusn 

Her. Doft thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear ? 
Whom (hould the intrepid Pyrrhus fear ? The Greeks f 
Did he not lead their harrafs'd troops to conqueft. 
When they defpair'd, when they retir'd from Troy^ 
And fought for (belter in their burning fleets ? 
Did he not then fupply his father's place ? 
No, my Cltone, he is above conftraint ; 
He ads unforc'd ; and where he weds, he loves. 

C!eo, Oh, that Orejies had remain'd in Greece ! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 

Her. Wilt thou difcourfe of nothing but Oreftes ? 

Pyrrhus is mine again ! Is mine for ever ! 

Oh, my C/eofte, I am wild with joy ! 
Pyrrhus, the bold, the brave, the godlike Pyrrhus ! 
—Oh, I could tell thee numberlefs exploits. 
And tire thee with his battles. Oh, Cleone 

Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy — I fee Andromache-^ 
She weeps, and comes to fpeak her forrows to you, 
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Her, J woald indnl^ the gladnefs of my heartr!' 
Let us retire — Her grief is out of feafon. 

Enter Andromache, and Cephifa. 

^ndr. Ah, madam ! whither, whither do you fly T 
Where can your tyt& behold a fight more pleafing 
Than lienors widow, fuppliant and in tears ? 
I come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 
'Jo envy you the heart your charms have won— 
T he only man I fought to pleafe, is gone ; 
Kiird in my fight, by an inhuman hand. 
lienor firft taught me love ; which my fond heart 
ihall ever cherifh, till we meet in death. 
But, Oh, I have a fon ! — And you, one day. 
Will be no ftranger to a mother's fondnefs : 
But Heaven forKid that you fhould ever know 
A mother's forrow for an only fon. 
If or joy, her blifs, her laft furviving comfort! 
When every hour (he trembles for his life ! 
"i'^our po^vcr o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 
Alas, wh: <^anger is there in a child, 
5?av'd from t;ic wreck of a whole ruin'd empire ? 
.,-. Let me go hide him iit iomt, clr-fert ifle : 
"... YM^y iiieiy upba my tender care ^ 
"''- *to keep him far from perils of arabition : 
Ail ht can learn of me will be to weep I 

JiW, Madam, 'tis eafy to conceive your grief ^ 
But, it wmild ill become me to folicit 
in cent r.^ diction io my father's will : ^ 

'1 is lie wiu) urges to deftroy your fon. 
Madam, if Vyrrhus mull be wrought to pity, 
No womim (iocs it better than yourfelf. 
If you gtiin him, I fnall comply, of courfe. 

\Excunt Hermione, and Clcone. 

Aid)\ Didft thou not mind with what difdain (he fpoke? 
Touth and profperlty have made her vain ; 
She has not fecn the fickle turns of life. 

Cfph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her counfel ; 
I'd fpeak my own diftrefs : one look from you 

\\ ill vanquiih Pyrrhus y and confound the Greeks 

See, where he comes Lay hold on this occafion. 

Eniet 
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E»ier Pyrrhus, and Phoenix. 

Pyr. Where is the princefs ? — Did you not inform me 
Hermione was here ? \To Phoenix, 

Pban. I thought fo, fir. 

Andr, Thou leeft what mighty power my eyes have 
on him ! [Ti Cephifa. 

Tyr. What fays Ihe, Phoenix f 

Andr^ I have no hope left ! 

Phcen» Let us be gone — Hermmte expeds }«)U. 

Ccph. For Heaven's fake, madam, breaK this fullcn 
filence. 
' Andr. My child's already promis'd !— 

Ceph. But not given, 

Andr. No ! no i- my tears are vain ! — His doom is 

fixt! 

Pyr, See if (he deigns to caft one look upon us ! 
Proud woman ! 

Andr. I provoke him by my prefence. 
Let us retire. 

Pyr, Come, let us fatisfy 
The Greeks, and give them up this Phrygian boy. 

Andr. Ah, fir, recal thofe words What have you 

faid ! 
If you give up my fon. Oh, give up me !— • 
You, who fo many times have fworn me friendfliip : 
Oh, Heavens ! — will you not look with pity on* me ? 
Is there no hope ? Is there no,room for pardon ? 

Pyr. Phoenix will anfwer you — My word is pall. 

Andr. You, who would brave fo many dangen for me* 

Pyr. I was your lover then — I now am free. 
To favour you, I might have fpar'd his life ; 
But you would nc*er vouchfafe to alk it of me. 
Now 'tis too late. 

Andr. * Ah, fir, you underftood 

* My tears, my wilhes, which I durft not utter, 

* Afraidof a repulfe.' Oh, fir, excufe 

1 he pride of royal blood, that checks my foul. 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
' You know, alas 1 I was not born to kneel. 
To fue for pity, and to own a mafter. 

Pyr. No! in your hjart you curfe me ! you difdain 
Bs M 
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Ml' f^ncrous flame, and fcom to be obliged ! 

• J !«•* \fry fon, thi»* darling of your foul, 

• Wi,uld Ix: Icfi dear, did I prefer vc him for you, 

• Your -diiyrj, your avarfion^ fall on me ; 

• Yf lu hale ine more than the whole leagueof Greece :' 
But J lliiill Iftivc you to your great rcfentmcnts. 

J.' f uJi yn, P/juui.Kt and appcafc the Craks. 

And}, 'J jicn let me die ! and let mc go to lienor, 

(Iff'h, liiit, mad 1 in » 

Audi. U'hai can 1 do more? The tyrant 
Si'*;, my dill Faction, and infults my tears. \Tu Ccph. 
— lU-luild, Iu)w low you have rcduc'd a queen! 
•| lull' r\rs have fecn my country hiid in alhes, 
M\ Uiiuiiid i.iU in war. my father llain, 
Mv lujlh.iiul ilra^»^'d in liij» own blood, my fon 
I'l lulrnm'd tobimda^o, and myfelf a flavc ; 
Y« t, in ihe midil of thefe unheard-of woes, 

• \\\ as h»me relief to find myA'lf your captive ; 
And iluii inv ^<\\\^ deriv'd from ancient kmgs. 
Sou r he murt fer\e, had Purh.'s for his matter. 
\\ !uii Pfiii": knrcld, the i;reat.i. /v/Ajt wept : 

I h.»p'il 1 ihiMjlvi not fmd his fon lefs noble: 

I il\x»'.>jlit \\.c h\A\v wcTv ilill the more compafiioaare. 

1 ^' . xU' r.x»i. lij. dnivie mc from mv chUd!— • 

I: .w i.Kiil il.c 
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Confider well ; for *tb of moment to you ! 
CKoofe to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 

* My foul, confum'd with a whole year's defpair, 

* Can bear no longer thefe perplexing doubts ; 

* Enough of fighs and tears, and threats I've try'd; 

* I know, if I'm deprived of you, I die : 

* But Oh, I die, if I wait longer for you !* 

I leave you to your thoughts. When I return. 

We'll to tlie temple — There you'll find your fon ; 

And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. . [^Exit. 

Ceph, I told you, madam, that in ipiteof Grff^<^,. 
You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune."c> 

Andr, Alas, Cephija, what have I obtain'd! 
Only a poor fhort refpite for my fon. 

Ceph. You have enough approv'd your £zkt\i to He^or ; 
To be reludant ftill would be a crime. 
He would himfelf perfuade you to comply. "^ 

Andu How ! wouldft thou give me Pyrrhis for a 

hufband ? 

Ceph. Think you 'twill pleafe the ghoft of your dead 
hufband, 
That you ihould facrifice his fon ? Confider, 
Fyrrhis once more invites you to a throne ; 
Turns all his power againft the foes of Troy^ 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; 
Retrads his conqueft, and forgets his hatred. 

Andr. But how can I forget it ! — how can L 
Forget my HeBor^ treated with dilhonour ;. 
Deprived of funeral rites, and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody corpfe,^ about the walls of Iroy ! 
Can I forget the good old king his father,. 
Slain in my prefence — at the altar flain ! 
Which vainly, for protection, he embrac'd- 
Haft thou forgot that dreadful night, Ctphifa^ 
When a whole people fell ! Methinks I fee 
Tyrrhus enrag'd, and, breathing vengeance, enter 
Amidft the glare of burnin? palaces : 
I fee him hew his pafTage tnro' my brothers. 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred wafte. 
Think, in this fcene of horror, what I fuffer'd 1 
This is the courtlhip I receiv'd from Pyrrhus ; 

And 
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And this the hoiband thoa wouldfl give me 1 No> 
We both win periih firft ! I'll ne'er confent. 

Ccph» Since you icfolve Aflyanax fhall die, 
Haftc to the temple, bid your fon farewel. 
Whv do vou tremble, madam ? 

Andr.'OCephJa! 
Thou haft awaken'd all the mother in me. 
How can I bid farewel to the dear child. 
The pledge, the image of my much-lov'd lord ! 

• Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 

• When his too forward courage led him forA 
« To feek AchiUei. 

* C€pL Oh, the unhappy hour ! 

• *Twas then Troy fell, and all her Gods forfook her* 

* Andr. That mom, Cephifa^ that ill-fated mom, 
' My hufband bid thee bring Afyanax ; 

• He took him in his arms ; and, as I wept, 

• My wife, my dear Andromache^ faid he, 

• (Heaving with ftifled fighs to fee me weep) 

' What fortune may attend my arms, the God^ 

• Alone can tell. To thee I give the boy; 

• Preferve him as the token of our loves; 

' If I fhould fall, let him not mifs his fire 

• While thou furviv'ft ; but by thy lender care, 

• Let the fon fee that thou didft love his father. 

' Ciph. And will you throw away a life fo precious ? 

• At once extirpate all the Trojtifi line ? 

* Andr, Inhuman king ! What has he done to fuffer ? 

• If I negleft your vows, is he to blame ? 

• Has he reproach 'd you with his flaughter'd kindred I 

• Can he refcnt tliofc ills he does not know ? — 
Eut, Oh ! while I deliberate, he dies. 

Ko, no, thou muft not die, while I can fave thee ; 
Oh ! let me find out Pyrrhus--Oh, Cephifa / 
Do you go find him. 

Ceph, WTiat muft I fay to him ? 

Andr. Tell him I love my fon to fuch excefs— 
Kut doft thou think he means the child (hall die ? 
Can love rejedcd turn to fo much rage ? 

Ceph, Madam, he'll foon be here ; refolve onfomething. 
Ad r. Well then, ^ffure him — 

Ccph. 
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Ceph. Madam, of your love ? 

Aftdr, Alas, thou know'ft that is not in my power,- 

my dead Lord ! Oh, Priam*s royal houfe I 
Oh, my ^/?y«»<7jr / at what a price 

1 hy Aiother buys thee ! — Let us go. 
. CepL But whither ? 

And what does your unfetded heart refolve ? 

Andr, Come, my Cephi/a, let us go together,- 
To the fad monument which I have rais'd 
To HeSiors fhade ; where, in their facred urn. 
The alhcs of my hero lie inclos'd. 
The dear remains which I have fav'd from Troy; 
There let me weep, there fummon to my aid. 
With pious rite, my He^ors awful fhade ; 
Let him be witnefs to my doubts, my fears j 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears : 
Oh ! may he rife in pity from his tomb. 
And fix his wretched fon's uncertain doom, [Exftmr* 



ACT IV. 

• Enter Andromache, and Cephifa. 

• CepL D LEST be the tomb of //i?^5^, thatinfpires 

-O * Tliefe pious thoughts : or is it HeSori felf, 
' That prompts you to preferve your fon ! Tis he 

• Who ftill prefides o'er min'd Troy ; 'Tis he 

• Who urges Pyrrhus to reilore Aftyanax, 

* Andr. Pyrrbm has faid he will ; and thou haft heard 

* him 

• Juft now renew the oft-repeated promife. 

' Ceph, Already, in the tranfports of his heart, 

* He gives you up his kingdoms, his allies, 

* And thinks himfelf o'erpaid for all in you. 

* Atidr, I think I may rely upon his promiic ; 

* And yet my heart is over-charg'd with grief. 

* Ceph, Why ihould you grieve ? You fee he bids de- 

• fiance 

' To all the Greeks; and, to proteft your fon 

* Againft their rage, has plac'd his guards about him ; 

• Leavino: 
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But let our hatred be profeft and open : 

Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war ; 

Let us attack him in his (lrength> and hunt him down • 

By conaueft : Should I turn bafe aflaflin, 

"i would fully all the kin« I reprefent. 

Her. Have not I been difhonour'd ? fet at nought ? 
Expos'd to public fcorn ? — And will you fuffer 
The tyrant, who dares ufe me thus, to live ? 
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I lov'd him*'- 
Th^ Gods alone can tell. how once I lov'd him ; 
Yes, the falfe, perjur'd man, I once did love him ; • 
And, fpite of all his crimes and broken vows. 
If he ihould live, I may relapfe — who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Ore/, Firft let me tear him piece-meal — he Ihalldic, • 
But, madam, give me leifure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death ; 
Yet Fm a ftranger in the court of Pyrrhus ; 
Scarce have I fet my foot within Ejn'rus, 
When you enjoin me to deftroy the prince, - 
It (hall be done this very night. 

Her, But now. 
This very hour, he weds Andrornache ; 
The temple (hines with pomp ; the golden throne " 
Is now prepar'd ; the joyful rites begin ; 
My (hame is public* Oh, be fpeedy, prince ! 
My wrath's impatient— Pyrr^z/j lives too long I 
Intent on love, and heedlefs of his perfon. 
He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. 
Now is the time; aflemble all your Greeks ; 
Mine (hall affjil them ; let their fury loofe : 
Already they regard liim as a foe. 
Begone, Orejies — kill the faithlefs tyrant; 
My love (hall recompence the glorious deed. 

Ore/» Confider, madam 

Her, You but mock my rage ! 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle (ighs. 
And not atteft your love by one br^ve aftion ? 
Go, with your boafted conilancy ! and leave 
Hermiojte to execute her own revenge. 

I blulh 
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I btuih to think how my t®o eafy faith 
Has twice been baffled in one ihameful hour ! 

Ore/* Hear mc but fpeak ! — you know I'll die to ferve 
you! 

Her. ril go myfelf : Y\\ ftab him' at the altar ; 
Then drive the poniard, reeking with his blood, 
Tliro* my own heart. In death we Ihall unite. 
Better to die with him, than live with you ! 

OreJ. That were to make him bleft, and ijac more 
wretched. 

Madam, he dies by me Have you a foe. 

And (hall I let him live ? My rival, too ? 
Ere yon meridian fun declines, he dies ; 
And you (hall fay that I deferve your love. 

Her. Go, prince ; flrike home! and leave the reft to 
me5 
Let all your (hips ftand ready for our flight. \Exit Orefl 

Cleo, Madam, you'll peri(h in this bold attempt. 

Her, Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periflu 
I was to blame to truft it with another : 
In my own hands it had been more fecure* 
Orejles hates not Pyrrhm as I hate him. 

* 1 (hould have thruft the dagger home ; have feen 

* The tyrant curfe me with his parting breath> 

* An i roll a])out his dying ^j&%, in vam, 

* To (ind A?idromache, whom I would hide.* 
Oh, would Orcjiesy when he gives the blow. 
Tell him he dies my vi6Um !-— Hafte, Cleone; 
Charge lilm to fay, Hermione*s refentment. 

Not ihofe o^ Greece, have fentenc'd him to death. 
Hafte, my Ckone I My revenge is loft. 
If Pyrrhm knows not that he dies by me ! 

Cleo, I (hall obey your orders But t fee 

The king approach — Who could exped him here ? 

Her, Ofly! Cleone, '^yX andbidO/'^w 
Not to proceed a ftep before I fee him. \Exit Cleone. 
Enter Pyrrhus. 

Tyr, Madam, I ought to (hun an injur'd princefs : 
Your diftant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne'ef approve his. own injufUce* 
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• I mufl.t ;- '} ij , ;il» :;r»', '.■;r ■/ ,ifj:kr ff?, 

• A III I . 11.1 f.iir l.'jfi; (»> r .nff^'t, n'-rby I//*j 

• |!..t I .!.».!» r I' Il ' il.A#J,.rf«, / o'/n 

• \lv f fl-'-'i »"•'♦•.. ,«'i I ill'r* If; fof'^. 

• I 6 III .ifiiliif!.! I rt f'l f lil joi| hifJ»fr ; 

• l'« • « I , il v'» ji wY '!'*• ' n . ''M'! h'*ji''l my Orafr^ 

• S'l iih irf.« M <i, nii^lii rij'''»i into I//v^. 

' 'I )%t ( *i»l I .in uitiii («, w.i'\A11i, fKiW I fr;l'|rht 

• A^ null /•'./' '«// /•• *e tun (.if^l « h»Tm% ? 

• Ani Mill I %i) I li.i'l t))r yitwrr\n\r»:^ 

• 'I I.I, /» /I'* lir.i.|fv. Aiu\ \tr jiifMo J-fHJ.' 
Ilifi liw.'t \*inr .inifff fin tlin jii'rjnf'cl m;in f 
|ri>r 1 iMkiif iny iririK'' .umI HifMiM }»r i>lc<i%M 

'I'ii lit »r v"M (y 'iK vMif V. ff >n)r « rfloiiff : NTo tcrmf# 
N'l |iirt«riif-h i.f ur.iifi, imr krrn rr|irfi.ith, 
Vill • <|ii.il li,ii| tlir \t\*\tt,\tf\inj^n ni my heart* 

//.». Mtu'l. <i». yiHi r 111 l>r fine rrr ; yoii fcorn 
*I»i i»'*l v»«» • Minr? with |r^r, lilcc othrr men* 
A livrt* llxiiM lit li'ilit ; .ilinvr a\\ \,iw% ; 
Hi Ih.i' I Iv ( il(r, atu\ l,jiipti At folrrnii ur%, 
*J M In |>rrliiiiiMi« Oirw* ti flaring mind I 
Am) yiMi Imvi' tiolilv tfiuin}it)'il oVr a niAidl 
'In I •mil in-— f«i f j«''M iiv — U) rrtiim— 

*! Iii-n fii Inif lUr till- lnr «t /'Jnyr/Ofl navC— 

'III Ijiv jMiMiil /»''K in Mllirn — fhun to fiiifc 
'I |m- (nn "I Ih''^*, Mml rrtiountc the (rmiff 
Ai»^ jnhiHi'; ivnrihv thr J{r»'.»t foul of Pfrihu / 

l\t M;i'liMi. I.-0 nil . (fi\r v"«»f rrrmtincnt birth* 
y\fii| p'.ni Imtli .\\\ v'Mii infii)rn,ttifin r^n rnr. 

Iht, ' I'.vniil.i p|r,,ro yiivii (jiicrii, Hioulii I Upbraid your 

(illOi'M.il; 

C'rtll v*»«i |'» rli.linn-:, ir;nlor» h1I tlir names 
*| |i;it injiM ij \ iipjim {.ivilh on your frx j 

I OiMiililnViflow with trun, pnd «iir with gricf, 
Aii'l InrniOi nnl h t;»l«' tn fonflir lirr plidr; 
I'll*. Iir. I wmil'l fjnt tivrr ili,ir^',r lici jc»V"» 

II \n\\ \\niilil I h.irin f'hft/tnf'toil'r, rrcoutit 

*»'.nf Mno'lv iMtlJri, your rviijoiti, your rtau^^htCM, 
V«'iit gigMlaUhicvciiiuus in Ur father's pulucc, 

Slic 
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She needs miift love the man, who fought fo bravely. 
And in her fight flew half her royal kindred ! 

Pjr, With norror I look back on my paftdccda! 
I punifli'd Hekn\ wrongs too far ; I ftied 
Too much of blood : But, madam, Helena daughter 
Should not obje^ thofe ills the mother caus'd. 
However, I am pleas 'd to find you hate me— 
I was too forward to accufe myfelf — 
' The man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be fal(e. 
Obedience to a father brought you hither ; 
And I ftood bound by promife to receive you : 
But our defires were different ways inclin'd; 
And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 

Her, Have I not lov'd you, then ! perfidious man F 
For you \ flighted all the Grecian princes ; 
Forfook my father's houfc ; conccal'd my wrongs^ 
When moft provok'd ; would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart*. 
I lov'd you when inconftant \ and even. now,. 
Inhuman king ! that you pronounce my death. 
My heart ftill doubts, if I ihould love, or hate you--* 
But, Oh, fince you refolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel purpofe till to-morrow. 
That I may not be here to grace her triumph f 
This is the l^ft requeft I e'er fliall make you— 
See, ifthe barbarous prince vouchfafes an anfwer ! 
Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian ; hence ! begone ! 
And bear to her thofe vows that once were mine : 
Qoy in defiance to the avenging Gods ! 
Begone ! the priefl exped^s you at the al tar- 
But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. {Exit. 
» Etitt:r Phoenix. 

Than. Sir, did you miiki her threats ? your life's in 
danger : 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
'1 he Qreeks that fwarm about the court, all hate you ; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy. 
And join m her revenge : Befides, Oreftes 
Still loves her to diftraetion. Sir, I beg 

Pyr, How, Phcenixy fliould I fear a woman's threats ? 
A nobler paiFion takes up all my thoughts ; 
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' Leaving himfelf defencelefs, for his fake. 

• But, madanij think, the coronation pomp 

• Will foon demand your prefcnce in the temple r 

• 'Tis time you lay afide thefe mourning weeds. 

• Aftiir, I will be there ; but firft would fee my fon^ 

' Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anrxious for him, 

• He will be always with you, all your" own, 

• To lavifh the wnole mother^s fondnefs on him, 

• What a delight to train beneath your eye, 

' A fon, who growis no longer up in bondage ; 

• A fon in whom a race ofkings revives : 

• But, madam, you are fad, and wrapt in thought, 

• As if you relifh'd not yourhappinefs. 

• Aftdr. Oh, I muft fee my fon once more, Cephifa f 

• Ceph. Madam, he now will be no more a captive;. 

• Your vilits may be frequent as you pleafe- 

• To-morrow you may pafs the live-long day— 

• Af/dr. To-morrow ! Oh, Cephifa ! — But, no more f 
' Cephifa i I have always found thee faithful: 

• A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 

• Ceph. Oh ! that 'twere yoffible for me to eafe you I 

• Audr, I foon fhall exercife thy lone- try 'd faith. — 

• Meanwhile I do conjure thee, my Cep/:ifa, ■ 

• Tlwu take no notice of my prefent trouble ;. 

• And, when I fhall difclofe my fecret purpofe,. 

• That thou be be punftual to perform my will. 

• ^ Crph. Madam, I have no will butyours. My life: 

• Is' nothing, balanced with my love to you. 

• Af/dr, I thank thee, good Cephifa, my Afiyanax 
' Will recompcnce thy friendfhip to his mother. 

• But, come ; my heart's at eafe : affift me now 

• To change this fable habit. — Yonder comes 

• Hcrmione ; I would not meet her rage, \Excnnt, 

Enter Hcrmione, and Cleone. 
Cleo. This unexpefted filencc, this referve. 
This outward calm, this fettled frame of mind. 
After fuch wrongs and infults, much furprize me! 
Tou, who before could not command your rage. 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his captive ; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he fliould wed her. 
And feat her on a throne which you (hould fill ? 

I fear 
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I fear this dreadful ftrllnefs in your foul !— 
'Twere better, madam 

Her. Have you call'd Orefiesf 

Cleo. Madam, I have ; his love is too impatientr 
Not to obey with fpeed the welcome fummons. 
His love-fick heart overlooks his unkind ufage : 
His ardour's ftill the fame- — Madam, he's here. 
Enter Oreftes. 

Ore/, Ah, madam, is it true ? does then Orejiei 
At length attend you by your own commands ? 
What can I do— 

Her. Orefies^ do you love me ? 

Qref. What means that queftion, princefs ? Do I fo^e 
you? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my Hopes, my fears,: 
My farewel, my return — all fpeak my love. 

Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I believe them all. 

Ore/, It (hall be done — My foul has catch'd th' alarm^* 
We'll fpirit up the Greeks — I'U lead them on : 
Your caufe fhall animate our fleets and armies>. 
Let us return ; let us not lofe a moment, 
But urge the fate of this devoted land : 
Let us depart. 

Her, No, prince, retrus flay here F 
I will have vengeance here — ^I will not cany 
This load of inwmy to Greece , nor truft 
The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs^ 
Ere I depart, I'll make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this inftant ; 
My rage brooks no delay ; hafte to the templCj. 
Hafte, prince, and facrifice him. 

OreJ. Whom > 

Her. Why, Pyrrhus. 

Ore/. Pyrrhus / Did you fay Fyrrhwrf 

Her. You demur. — 
Oh fly ! be gone ! give me not time to think--* 
Talk not of laws-— 3ie tramples on all laws — 
Let me not hear him juflify'd — away ! 

Ore/. You cannot think I'll juftify my rival. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. 
You Ihall have vengeance \ Til have vengeance too : 

But 
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^ Cefb. What may tfaefe words^ fo full of honor, 
• mean ?' 

Andr. Know then the fccret purpofc of my foul^ 
Aftdrcmacbe will not be falfe to Pyrrhia^ 
>Jor xiolate her facred love to Heffvr. 
This hour Til meet the king ; the holy prieft 
Shall join us> and confirm oor mutual rows. 
This will fecure a father to my child : 
That done, I ha^'C no farther ufe for life : 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand. 
Shall fave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

* Cepb. Ah, madam ! recolledl your fcaftter'd reafon 

* This fell defpair ill fuits your prefent fortunes. 

* Andr, No dther ftratagcm can fervc my purpofe— 

* This is the fole expedient, to be juft 

* To He^or, to Aftyanax^ to Pyrrhns. 

* I foon (hall vifit He^or, and the (hades 

* Of my great anccftors.' Cephifa^ thon 

\\'ilt lend a hand to clofe thy miftrefs' eyes, 

Ceph. Oh, never think that I will day behind you! 
■Audr. No, my Cephifa; I muft have thee live. 

* Remember, thou didil promife to obey, 

« And to be fecret, wilt thou now betray me ? 

* After thy long, thy faithful fervice, wilt thou 

* Rcfufe my laff commands, my dying wilh ? 

* Once more I do conjure thee, live for me ! 

* Ceph. Life is not worth my care when you are goi 
« AndrJ I muft commit into thy faithful hands 

All that is dear and precious to my foul ; 
J.ive, and fupply my abfence to my child. 
All that remains ofTroy: a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a diftant line of kings. 
In him, is all iutrufted to thy care. 

* CepL But, madam, what will be the rage of Pyrrh 
« Defrauded of his promis'd happinefs ? 

* Afidr. That will require thy utmoft (kill : Obfervc 

* The firft impetuous onfets of his grief: 
« Ufe every artifice to keep him ftedfaft. 

« Sometimes with tears thou mayft difcourfc of me ; 
« Speak of our marriage \ let him think I lov'd him ? 

• T 
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Tell him my foul repos'd itfelf on him, 

* When I refign'd my fon to his protedlion.* 
Ceph, Oh for a fpirit to fupport my grief ! 

Is there aught more, before you go for ever ? 
Andr, Oh, my Cephifa ! my fwoln heart is full ! 

I have a thoufand farewels to my fon 

But tears break in ! — Grief interrupts my fpeech !— 
My foul overflows in fondncfs ! — Let him know 
I dy*d to fave him — and would die a2;ain. 
Seafon his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his ancettors ; 
Trace out their Ihining ftory in his thoughts : 
Dwell on the exploits of his immortal father; 
And fometimes let him hear his mother's name. 

* Let him refledl upon his royal birth 

* With modeft pride — Pjrrhus will prove a friend-— 

* But let him know he has a conqueror's right/ 
He muft be taught to ftifle his refentments. 
And facrifice his vengeance to his fafety. 
Should he prove headftrong, rafh, or unadvis'd. 
He then will fruitrate all his mother's virtue, 
Pro\^dkc his fate, and I fhall die in vain. 

Ceph. Alas, I fear I never Ihall outlive you ! 

Andr, No more — thy tears, Cephtfay will betray me ; 

AfTume a cheerful look — But ftill remember 

\FloiirjJb woithinw 
Hark how the trumpet, with its fprightly notes. 
Proclaims th* appointed hour, and calls us hence': 
HeBoTy I come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay viftim, with frefh garlands crown'd. 
Pleased with the facred fife's enlivening found. 
Thro' gazing crowds, in folcmn ft ate proceeds ; 
And, dreft in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 



A C T V. 

Hermionci alone, 

HAT have I done? Where am I? Where is 
Fyrrhm? 

Ye Gods ! what mean thefe horrors ?*— I'm undone ! 

My 



w 
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M) f(»iil i^ on the r.uk I 1 cannot Ixrar it I— — 

Why do 1 u;indcr, lilu- (oiw ^Mjiltvght)ll > 

What hfDU^ht mc lo t!si-. place ? \Vhat i^ccps me here? 

*l*hc court of Pjrihut h.ii no m»)m for mc I 

Do I Oill iiciiht, ii* 1 ihouKi Ionc ur hate him ? 

I lartl-hcartnl nun ! liow wv.k om-rni'd he left mc ! 

JVid he once \\^\ ? l>ci'.c»w one pitv ing hink ? 

Onu* fl-.ed a tcjir ? or fpcak one fuft, kind word ? 

Pid he fo much as feicn one moment's forrow. 

To iahn my v^ricf, and miti^nto his falihood?— • 

Why am I Hill thus anxious lor his life } 

Why do I It.irc at hi& impending fate ? 

Shail he then live ? Sliall the bafe traitor live 

To laueh at mv diilrcfs ? No, let him pcrilK! 

J^e ijuic-k, Orfjia! Execute my orders! 

Ala*! myoniers! Oh, pre poll erous guilt I 
Can I decree the death of Iiim I love ? 
Was it for this mv foul delighted in him ? 
Was it ior this I left my faiherV court ? 
lla\e 1 then crofs'd fo many rcalnib and fcas 
'lo murder/^;;/'////' 

Enhr Cleone. 
Oh, (:lont\ help mc! 
What have I done ? Is Pjnhus yet alive? 
What fay'iJ tliou ?-— Anfwer me — Where is the king*? 

LIco. Mad:ini, 1 faw the cruel prince fct forward* 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Mtill as he walk'd, his ravifl/d eyes were fix'd 
On the fair captive ; while thro' fhouting crowds 
She pafs'd along with a dcjc(^kd air. 
And fcem'd to mourn lier Iln^ior to the lad. 

Jit r, Infulting tyrant ! 1 fliall hurft witli rage !— 
But fay, C/to//t', didft ihou mark him well ? 
Was his brow fmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some fliadc of grief? fomc little cloud of forrow 
Did he not ft op ? Did he not once look back ? 
Didil thou approach him ? Was he not confounded ? 
Did he not Oh, be cjuick, and tell mc all ! 

C7/-0. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No tlioueht but love. Unguarded he march'd on» 

'Midft 



THE DISTREST MOTHItR. 49 

'Midft a promifcuous throng of friends and foe«, 
>fiis ciires all turn upon Aftjnnax^ 
Whom he has lodg*d within the citadel. 
Defended by the Itrength of all his guards. 

Heu Enough! — He dies i — The traitor! ^Where's 

Orejies? 
i2leo. He's in the temple, with his whole retinue. 
Her, Is he ftili refolute? Is he ftill detcrmin'd? 

Cleo. Madam, I fear 

Her. How !— Is Orcjics falfc ? 
Does he betray me, too ? 

CLo, A thoufand doubts 
Perplex his foul, and wound Iiim with rcmorfc ; 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He tokl me Pyrrhus {hould not fall ignobly—- 
Pyrrhus, the warlike fon of gi-cat Achillts, 
Ho dreads the ccnfure of the Gncian liates ; 
Of all mankind, and fears to fcain his honour. 

Hn\ Poor tim'rous wretch! 'tisfaliV! he bafcly feaii 
To cope with dangers, and encounter death-: 
'Tis that he fears. — Am I bright Helen ?i daughter ? 
'To vindicate her wrongs all Greece confpir'd ; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings were fliiin ; 
7 «•;) was overthrown, and a whole empire fell. 
y\y eyes want force to raife a lover's arm 
^Againft a tyrarit that has dar'd to wrong me! 

all'.. Madam, like HAa:^ truil vour cfiufc to Greece* 
Htr, No; ril avenge my felt". Til to the tiMnj>le; 
ril overturn the altar, ilah the prielt ; 
l*il hurl deft ruction, like a whirlwind, rourd me! 
'Iliey muft not wed ! the}- muft not live ! tlicy fliall not ! 
Let me be gone — I have no time to lofe — 
i^tand off! hold me not! I am all dlllraCcion ! 
OPjnhusl tyrant! traitor! thou Ihalt l)leed, 
Eufr, Oreftf s. 
Or-:'/, MadaiB, 'tis done : your orders are obey 'd: 
The tvrant lies expiring ;it the altar. 
//*/•. K P> ;;/'.'// 11 ain-— 
Orrf, E\c'n now he .t;afps in death. 
Our Grids, all umlillinguifii'd in the crowd, 

C FlocfJ 
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I muft prepare to. meet Andromache. 

Do thou place all my guards about her fon : 

If he be laic, Pyrrhus is free from fear. * [Exk, 

Phan. Oh, Pyrrhus f Oh, what pity 'tis, the Gods, 
Who fiird thy foul with every kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee for empire and confummate greatnefs. 
Should leave thee fo expos 'd to wild defires. 
That huny thee beyond the bounds of reafon ! [Flourijb, 

• Such was Achilles, generous, fierce, and brave ; 

• Open, and undefigning ; but impatient, 

• Undifciplin'd, and not to be controul'd. 

• I fear this whirl of paffion, this career, 

• That over-bears reflexion and cool thought— 

• I tremble for the eveiit!' But fee, the queen. 

Magnificent in royal pride, appears. 

I muft obey, and guard her fon from danger. [ExH, 

E?:ter Andromache, and Cephifa. 

Ceph, Madam, once more you look and move aqueen# 
Your forrows are difpers'd, your charms revive. 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

A>.Jr, Yet all is not as I could wilh, Cephifa. 

Ceph. You fee the king is watchful o'er your fon ; 
Decks him with princely robes, with guards furround^. 

him. 
Aftyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr, Pyrrhus is nobly minded ; ^d I fain 
Would live to thank him for Afiyanax : 
'Tis a vain thought. — However, fince my child 
Has fuch a friend, I ought i;pt to repine. 

Cfph. * Thefe dark unfoldings of your foul perplex rac. 

• What meant thofe floods of tears, thofe warm embraces/. 

• As if you bid your fon adieu for ever..* 

For Hea\ en's fake, madam, let me know your griefs. 
If you diftruft my faith 

Andr. 'J hat were to wrong thee. 
Oh, my Cephifal 1 his gay, borrowed air. 
This blaze of jewels, and this bridal drefs. 
Are but mock trapppings, to conceal my woe : 
My heart ft ill mourns ; I ftill am He^ors widows 

Ccph, Will }'ou then break the promife giv'n to Pyrrlui\. 
Blow up his rage again, aad blaft your hopes ? 

Andr. 
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Andu I thought, Cefhi/a, thou hadft known thy mif- 
trefs. 
Couldft thou believe I would be falfe to lienor? 
Fall ofFfrom fuch a hufband ! Break his reft. 
And call him to this hated light again. 
To fee Andromache in Pyrrhns* arms ! 

* Would HeSior, were he living, and I dead, 
f Forget Andromache, and wed her foe ?' 

Ceph, I cannot guefs what drift your thoughts purfue ; 
But, Oh, I fear there's fomething dreadful in it ! 
Muft then Aftyanax be doom*d to die. 
And you to linger out a life in bondage ? 

* Andr^ Nor this, nor that, Cephi/a, will t bear, 

* My word is paft to Pyrrhus, his to mc j 

* And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 

* Unequal as he is, I know him well : 
« Pyrrhus is violent, but he's iincere, 

* And will perform beyond what he has fwom. 

* The Greeks will but incenfe him more ; their rage 

* Will make him cherifh He6lor\ fon. 

* Ceph. Ah, madam ! 

* Explain thefe riddles to my boding heart. 

* Andr, Thou mayft remember, for thou oft haft heard 

* me 

* Relate the dreadful vifion which I faw, 

* When firft I landed captive in Epirus, 

* That very night, as in a dream I lay, 

* A ghaftly figure, full of gaping wounds, 

fc * His eyes aglare, his hair all ftiff with blood, 

* Full in my fight thrice ihookhis head, and groan'd. 

* I foon difcern'd my flaughter'd HeUor^ (hade ; 

* But, Oh, how chang'd ! Ye Gods, how much unlike 

* The living HeSior! — Loud he bid me fly I 

* Fly from Achilles* fon ! then ftemly frown'd, 

* And difappear'd : Struck with the dreadful founds 

* I ftarted, and awak'd. 

* Ceph. But did he bid you 

* TMiroy Aftyanax ? 

* Andr. Oephi/a, Til preferve him ; v 

* With my own life, Cephifa^ I'll prefcrvc him. 

\ Ceph 
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Arc not in fafcty while Ortftet lives. 

l>h, never more (hall my torn mind be hcal'd, 

Ncr taOc tl.e gemle comforts of n^pofc ! 

A (Irt^aiiful band of gloomy cares furround me. 

And lay llrong fiegc to my diftrad^ed foul. 

EnU r i'y lades, attended by Greeks. 

P)/. Plafte, prince ; let us be gone : 'tis death to fta 
Andromache reigns queen : (he gives the alarm. 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 
'J he people arm and mufler in the ftreets : 
Our Gretks will not be able long to guanl 
"1 he palace gates^ and to fecurc our flight* 
We muft be fpeedy, fir. 

Ore/. You may depart. 
My friends — Hermione and I remain.— 
Her cruelty has quite undone me ! — * Go, 

• And leave me to myfelf — 1*11 find her out.' 

Pyl. Alas, unhappy princefs! — She's no more; 

* Forget her, fir, and iave yoarfelf with us.' 

Ore/, Hermione no more! — O, all ye powers! 

TyL Full of diforder, wildnefs in her looks. 
With hands expanded, and diOieveU'd hair, 
Breathlefs and pale, with (hrieks (he fought the temp] 
In the mid- way (he met the corpfc oiPyrrhus; 
She ftartled at the fight ; then, ftiff with horror, 
Gaz'd frightful ! WakenM from the dire amaze. 
She rais'd her eyes to Heaven with fuch a look 
As fpoke her forrows, and reproach'd the Gods ; 
Then plung'd a poniard deep within her breaft. 
And fell on Pyrrhus, grafping him in death. 

Ore/. I tliank you,- Gods — I never could expedl 
To be fo wretched ! — You have been induftrious 
T'o fini(h your decrees ; to make Orejies 
A dreadful inftance of your power to puni(h ; 
I'm fingled out to bear the wrath of Heaven. 

Py/. You hazard your retreat by thefe delays. 
The guaids will foon befet us. Your complaint 
Are vain, and may be fataL 

Ore/. True, my friend : 
And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous Gods, 
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My fate's accomplifh'd. — I (hall die content. 
Oh, bear me hence — Blow, winds ! 

PyL Let us be gone. 

Oref, The murder'd lovers wait me — Hark, they call ! 
Nay^ if your blood ftill reeks, I'll mingle mine : 
One tomb will hold us all. 

PyL Alas! I fear 
His raving will return with his misfortunes. 

Oref^ I am dizzy ! — Clouds ! — ^Quite loft in utter dark- 
nefs! 
Guide me, fome friendly pilot, thro' theftorm. 
I fhiver ! Oh, I freeze ! — So— Light returns ; 

'TIS the grey dawn Sec, Pylades ! behold ! ^ 

I am encompafs'd with a fca of blood ! 

The crimfon billows ! — Oh ! my brain's on fire ! 

Pyh How is it, lir ?-*-Repofe yourfelf on me* 

Ore/. Pyrrhus, ftand off! — What wouldft thou ? — How 
he glares ! 
What envious hand ha$ dbs'd thy wounds ?— Have at 

thee. 
It is Hermione that ftrikcs — Confufion ! 
She catches Pyrrhus in her strms. — Oh, favc me ! 
How terrible (he looks I — She knits her brow ! 
She frowns me dead ; (he frights me into madnefs ! 
Where am I ? — ^Who ai^ you I 

PyL Alas, poor prince! 
• Help to fupport him. — How he pants for breath 1* 

Ore/, This is moft kind, my Py lades — Oh, why. 
Why was I bom to give thee endlefs trouble ? 

Pyi. All will eo well — He fettles into reafon. 

OreJ, Who talks of reafon ? Better to have none. 
Than not enough. — Run, fome one, tell my Greeks 
I will not have them touch the king — Now — now ! 
I blaze jagain ! — See there — Look where they come ; 
A (hoal of furies — How they fwarm about me 1 
My terror! — Hide me ! — Oh, their fnaky locks ! 
Hark, how they hifs! — See, fee their flaming brands ! 

Now they let drive at me ! How they grin. 

And (hake their iron whips ! — My ears i what yellmg ! 

And fee, Hefmioue ! (he fets them o n 

Thruft 
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Tfanill not yoar fcorpions tbas into tar bofom ! 
Oh I — I am ilung to death 1— >-Difbaich me foon I 
There — take my heiit, Hermtome f-^Ttai it oat! 
Disjoint me! — kill me! — Oh, my toTtar'd fool! 

PjL Kind Heaven» reftore him to his wonted calm f 
Oft have I feen him rave, but nerer thus-- 
Quite fpenl ! — Aflift me, friends, to bear him oflfw 
Oar time is ihort: (hould his ftrong raffe return^ 
Twould be beyond our power to force tiim hence*^ 
Away, my friends ! — ^I hear the portal open; \Extma*^ 
Enter Phoenix, aitenied bj Guards. 

Then. All> all are fled ! Oufta is norbere !-— *« 

Triumphant villains! — ^Thebafe, giddy rabble, 
Whofe hands (hoald all have been eroploy'd with firCj 
To wafte the fleet, flock'd roond the dying princefs : 
And^ while they ftand ftgue> the Grtdu emoark* 

Oh, 'tis too plain! ^This facrileg'ous murder 

Was anthoriz'd. ^Th' ambaflador's efcape 

Declares' his gailt« Mod bloody embaUy ! 

Moft unexampled deeds ! — Where, where, ye Gods, 
Is majeity fecure, if in your temples 

Yoagive it no protcdlion ! See, the queen. 

\AfioHriJb fftrnmptiSm 
£ff/^ Andromache, awi/ Cephifa, fwiih Attendants » 

Andr, Yes, ye inhuman Greeks f the time will coine 
When you (hall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How fhould the T/ojafts hope for mercy from you. 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrkus; 
Tyrrhuy the bra veil man in all your league ; 
The man, whofe lingle valour made you triumph. 

\^A dead march behind^ 
Is my child there ? 

Ceph. It is the corps of Fyrrhus; 
The weeping foidiers bear him on their fhields. 

Andr. Ill-fated prince ! too negligent of life ! 
And too unwary of the faithlefs Greeks / 
Cut off in the frefii rip'ning prime of manhood. 
E'en in the prime of life ; thy triumphs new. 
And all thy glories in full blolTom round thee! 
The very Jnojans would bewail thy fate« 
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Ceph, Alas, then, will your forrows Qcver end ! 

Andr. Oh, never, never !— While I live, my tears 
Will never ceafe ; for I was bom to grieve. — 
•Give prefcnt orders for the fun'ral pomp : [To Phc^n« 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal ftate ; . 
Place round him every (hining mark of honour; 
And let the pile that confecrates his aihes. 
Rife like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 

[Exit Phcenix. Aflouri/h ofirHmpefu 

Ceph» The found proclaims th' arrival of the prince. 
The guards conduft him from the-citadeL 

Andr. With open arms I'll meet him ! — O, Ccphija !' 
A fpringing joy^ mixt with a foft concern, 
A pleafure, which no language can exprefs* 
An ecftafy, that mothers only feel. 
Plays round my heart, and brightens up my forrow, 
like gleams of funfhine in a lowering lky« 

Tho' plung'd in illr, and exercis'd in care. 
Yet never let the noble mind defpair. 
When preft by dangers, and befet with foes. 
The Gods their timely fuccour intcrpofe ; 
And^vhen our virtue finks, o'erwhelm'd with grief. 
By unforefeen expedients hnnff relief. 

[Exeunt omnes» 



»^D OF THX FIFTH ACT. 



EPILOG U E. 

S?OK£N BY ANDROMACHE. 

7 Hopejomll vwM^ that Kvkh hecomtftg drt, 

I'vf playi niy game^ and topf*i the nvidanv's part. 
My /jf>ou/e, poor man^ cotdd mot Irue out the play ^ 
But ij d cornmodknjly on 'voedding-day ^ 
Wkjt /, his reliS, made, at one bold flings 
Mj/elfa pnnce/s, and young Sty a king, 

Tou, ladies, luho protraS a lover s pain. 
And bear your /ervants figb ^wbole years in *vain ^ 
IfTfkb of yon allivonld not on marriage 'venture ^ 
Migbt Jhe Jo foon upon ber jointure enter f 

'T*was a Jf range '/cape / bad Pyrrhus liv*dtill no^v, 
I bad been finely bamperd in my «iwu;, 
To die by one's vwn band, and fly tbe charms 
Of Iwe and life in a young monarch's arms ! 

'Tnvere tin hard fate ere I bad undergone it^ 

I might have toA one night^^to think upon it* 

But nvby, you II fay, ivas all this grief expreft 
For afirft hnjband, laid longfince at refi^T 
Why Jo much coldnefs to my kind proteSior T 
»~-Ah, ladies / had you kno'ivn the good man Heftor— 
. Homer nuill tell you, (or Vm mifinform^d) 
^That fwben enrag*d, the Grecian camp he florin di 
^0 break the ten-fold harriers of the gate. 
He thre'w aflone of fuch prodigious fweight 
As no t'wo men could lift, not even of thofe 
WhTi in thatUge of thundering mortals rofe; 
// wuould bavefprain'd a dozen modern beaux* 

At length, hovje'er, I laid my ^weeds afide. 
And funk the luidovj in the ^well-drefs* d bride m 
In you itflill remains to grace the play. 
And blrfs fwith joy my coronation day ; 
^ake then, ye circles of the brave and fair p 
The fatherlefs and vjidovj to your care, 

FINIS. ^v 



